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Come, gentle Spring ; ethereal Baldness, crane 

I come ! I come ! ye lure call'd me long 

Tin: imiMing ftow'ret Mushes at tie liglit . 

Young folic now flock in everywhere 

The sweet season flat kid and Woome fail bring? 

Now the bright morning-star, day's harbinger . 

In the bam the tenant cork .... 

The hawthorn whitens, and the juicy grow , 

Get up, get up tor shame ' the blooming Mora 

Now that the winter's gone, the earth lath fest 

E'en in the spring and playtime of the year . 

The insect-world, now sunbeams higher climb , 

Come hither, come hither, and view the face , 

May, sweet May, again is come 

let us walk where reeds are growing 

How still the morning of the hallow'tl day 

Like April morning clouds, that pass 

The snow has left the cottagt-iop , 

When apple trees in blossom are 

1 in the floury meads would be 

"Now the golden morn aloft .... 

Loosed from the bands of frost, the verdant growl 

Now Nates hangs her mantle green 

Yestreen the mountain's ragged brow 

Wee, modest, crimson-tipped Bower . 

The spacious firmament m high 
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'From brightening fields of ether nvir disclosed . . T»«« SS 

IVlii) has not liivani'd a world of bliss . . . Wh.ua:* Hiwith 31 

Now daisies pied, and violets blue .... HltAKSMARt; H 
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■ «il et Approaching day » 



And sa.», 

I ato*l ejma Ike Mils, wkm heaws's wltfe am 

Delightful is this fcsneliitess; it eAw 

Sow »v«s the *ya .... 

Ike S«in«».i' ! fe SatSaasi ! the exquisite time 

Low oa tki Stest kMid'ry rf the s%iit 

Around the. adjoining lm&s, that purls along 

They coma .! the iikitj- Summer months . 

All is still 

I'm aiming along with a boaiiding pace . 

tfoft «me the m»j Jane, ad Mw-eyed Hours 

Hew happy would they stray it! summer hours 

How sweet at wumafa won to sit and umbo 

Hot «nj tin's meadow !— like a gamesome tey 

Oft when thy season, sweetest qptm 

Bfe rawH. sliaes bright : — la swh a night as this 

The sun has drunk ..... 

Bat tvfe tbs iiatMies «f mom can tell . 

§t»rtg cfoahtx of tie mosinfea.k's side 

To <me wlie has tea long in city pent . 

It is seism? ! it is guanine i how beautiful it look 

Thy fruit full wH the ecksolboy knows , 

Fair f»m bis hand held I the village rise 

Bar lo! no somes haa the cell withdrawn. 

Ami aw, to issee from the gl«» , 

C#me arcay ! the suasy hojiis . 

3u» eajoe .still Evening oft, afti twilight g^if 

Tte'j tiny MtWiK Ot the bartef "s heard 

My hails fey as fowidtfd with hm , 

Ah ! Mr heart is wary f?iJJ#s$ 

W'tai day feJiBing shds a caild«r ghaa 

Ujb bob is eafW'riBg hi giwy a»l might • 

Th«i'Jt fx-ari»g k«n« thy spa 
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AUTVMX 

Crowifd -with tie sickle and the wTwten sfaf 
8ocm as the morning trembles o'er the sky . 
There is a quiet spirit in these woods . 
The month is now for spent ; and the meridian am 

It seems a tbij* 

Fit couch of repose for a pilgrim like thee - 
The Stag at eve had drunk his fill 
Season of mists and mellow fmitfulaess , 
It was a fair and mild autumnal sky 
Sweet Sabbath of the year .... 
There was not, on that day, a speck to stain. 
When Autumn, bleak and sun-burnt, do appear 
That time of year thou mayst in me behold . 
Keen blows the blast, or ceaseless rain descends 
Autumn departs— but still bis mantle's fold . 
The year lies dying in this evening light 

imrm. 
See ! Winter comes, to rule the varied year 
To morrow brings a change, a total change 
When now, unsparing as the scourge of war 
When dark December glooms the day . 
Though now no more the musing ear 
Gleamed the red sun athwart the misty hazo 
When winter winds are piercing ehill . 
The keener tempests rise : and fuming dm 
I think I see him seated in his chair . 
Bo longer Autumn's glowing red . 
We know 'tis good that old Winter should conic 
We may Jiud it in the wintry bonghs, as they ews 

the cold blue sky , 
'Tis morning ; and the sun, with ruddy ovb 
The wintry west extends his blast . 
These, as they change, Almighty Father, these 
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(Jokm forth, ye children of gladness ! coffin ! 
The tenant cock kriskly crows 
To gailit'!' kingcups in the yellow mead . 
Let us walk where reeds tea growing 
These ervsial streams should sofas nte . 
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SWMMEBi 

Ccnitli'd by las native brook's green, msuss 
A various group the herds and flocks compose 
IVe rowed the isragh. of the playful cliiid 
While Evening, veil'd in shadows brown. 
Gleaming with the setthasr sun. . ' . 
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At onee they stoop and .swell tho lusty sheaves . William Lee 79 
Looking up through the radiance as Liight and as hold J. Wow S3 

He sweeps bis hearth, and homeward looks iu vain. W. BuffiSB* 91 



WINTER. 



The wain goes heavily, impeded sore 
The wdtawist pays his annual visit , 
Tiiey wait their wonted fa&tkl 
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RING. 



Come, gentle Spring; ethereal mildness, tame; 
And from the bosom of ym dropping clmti, 
While music wakes around, veiled in a skower 
Of shadowing roses, on wtr plains descend. 
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FELICIA, HEMAM 






I mm) I come! ye kwe cafftl n'e losig — - 
I iximc o'er tlm mountains with %lrt ami snwig ' 
Ye may trace my stejp o'er the vakemtig et*rfh 
By the winds xrkieh tell rf the tisbfts M«k, 
.By the primrose-stars in tit sha-fewy gvies, 
By the greet fea-ves eipeian" as I pass. 



■ 



mETM OF TUB IFJM. 

I have breathed on the South, and the chestnut-flowers 
By thousands have burst from the forest bowers, 
Ami the ancient graves and the fallen fanes 
Are veiM with wreaths on Italian plains ;— 
But it is not for me, in mj f hour of bloom, 
To speak of tho nrin or the tomb ! 

I have look'd on the hills of the stormy rlorth, 

Ami the larch has hung all his tassels forth, 

The fisher is out on the sunny sea, 

And the reindeer bounds o'er the pastures free, 

And the pine has a fringe of softer green, 

And the moss looks bright where my foot hath been. 

I have sent through the wood-paths a glowing sigh, 
And call'd out each voice of the deep blue sky ; 
Staa the night-bird's lay through the story time, 
In the groves of the soft Hesperian clime, 
To the swan's wild note by the Iceland lakes, 
When the dark fit-k&neb. into verdure breaks. 

From the streams and founts I have loosed the chain ; 
They are sweeping on to the silvery main, 
They am flashing down from the mountain brows, 
They are flinging spray o'er .the forest boughs, 
They are bursting fresh from their sparry eaves, 
And the earth resounds with the joy of waves! 

Come forth, ye children of gladness i come! 
■Where the violets- lie may be now your home, 
Ye of the rose-lip and dew-bright eye. 
Arid the bounding footstep, to meet me fly! 
With the lyre, and the wreath, and the joyous lay, 
Come- forth to the sunshine-- I may not stay, 
i 



muse. 

Away from the dwellings of care-worn men, 
The waters are sparkling in grove and glen ! 
Away from the chamber and sullen hearth, 
The young leaves are dancing in breezy mirth! 
Their light sterns thrill to the wild-wood simim, 
And youth is abroad in my green domains. 

But ye !— ye are changed since ye met me last ! 
There is something bright from your features puss d ! 
There is that come over your brow and eye 
Which speaks of a world where the flowers must die ! 
— Ye smile ! but your smile hath a dimness yet ; 
Oh ! what have you look'd on since last we met i 

Ye are changed, ye are changed— ami I see not here 
All whom I saw in the vanish'd year! 
There were graceful heads, with their ringlets bright, 
Which toss'd in the breeze with a play of light ; 
There were eyes in whose glistening laughter lay 
No faint remembrance of dull decay ! 

There were steps that flew o'er the cowslip's head, 

As if for a bampvet all earth were spread ; 

There were voices that rang through the sapphire sky. 

And had not a sound of mortality ' 

Are they gone ? is their mirth from the mountains pass'd ? 

— Ye have look'd on Death since ye met me last. 

I know whence' the shadow, comes o'er you now— 
Ye have strewn the dust on the sunny Kw! 
Ye have given the lovely to Earth's embrace — 
She hath taken the fairest of beauty's race, 
With their laughing eyes and their festal taw ft : 
They are "-one from amongst you in silence down! 



mmr & ism HU.i?. 

Kiev m gSHj fajti amongst you. tb yotmg and fair, 
Ye have Ids: the gleam of' their sMjKag hah! 
Bit I knew of a land where there Ms no bligM — 
I shall ibJ them tiiKi'c. with their eyes of light j 
Where Death midst the hlims of the mom may dwell, 
I bfflf ho fcngei— farewell farewell' 

Iks smuasr is earning, on soft winds borne— 

Te may press, the grape, ye may Mad the mm ! 

For me, I depart to a fe^fjlej iiore— 

Se m> maik'd.hy care, ye are mine no more: 

I p wtot the loved who have left you dwell, 

And the Sowers are not Death's.— Fare ye well, farewell ! 



CH1TTEBT01T. 

KiTCfiil APPEA1US.CS 01' SPfllXG. 

Ihb kddiiig ]lw'i«i Mashes at the light, 
The r.eees he sprinkled with the j-ellow hue, 

In daisied uautles is the laouutain digkt. 
The seals yftssg cwslip beadeili with the dew; 

The tees erdeaf d, into hearat gtaught, 
'When gentle winds do Mow. to whistling dia is brought. 

The mm«§ awes, and ttags the dew along; 

The v.f":-, v,,']ii.: sheenetii to the cyne, 
- ' A.ea:;C the j „ -tike guasteb slug the song, 

Yoaig ivy ]'-j",;:id the $8®f-f®8i Ml entwine; 

1 ky jae on the grass: yet to my will, 
Alteit all is fair, there fcckelh sometMiK still. 
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tAi^Sith. 



Yousg folk now loot in everywhere, 
IV gather May-Lushes, and saiefiiiig teem 
And home they hasten, the poste to ligtii, 
And all the kirk-pilkis, a* ivy-light, 
"With haw thorn-butts, a:«l sweet eglantine. 

Anil pHwfc of roses. — — 

Even this meming- m knger age, 

I saw a Aole of shepherds onfap. 
With singing, and slicmiiag, ami jti% cheer: 
Before them went a lusty tatxmrer, 
Thai .unto many a tmnmipe pla.y'il. 
Whereto they daactsl, esah we sell lis «#$, 
To sec these folk making snoh joyanee 
Mkfc my heart after tte pipe to daae* 
Then to the greenwood they siwed them all, 
To tetrli hi'jiie Muv. with their usnsieid: 
AM home they hring hint, m a wya.1 throw, 
Crown' d as king; «ud his qoeeo- --Iftii' aim, 
W$s Lady Flora., o» wlMft did ait-tnl 
A tail tbek os' huvie-s, end | IAA bejul 

Of htvely ]\ym|ilv3, that I Wtk thiw 
To Wp (he huljes their ilay-htKh to faw-i 



IViiTST 0.F IM TEJlt. 



EABL OF SU REE Y. 



The sweet season that bud ami Hooiae forth kings, 

With green hath dad the hill and eke the Tale ; 
The nightingale with feathers new she sissgs ; 

The turtle to her mate hath told her tale. 
Summer is come, for every spray now springs, 

The hart hath hang his old head on the pale, 
Hie kick in brake Iris winter-coat he flings, 

The fishes fleet with new repaired scale; 
Ike adder all her slough away she flings, 

Hie swift swallow pursues the flies small, 
The busy bee her honey now she wings, 
- Winter is worn that was the flowers' bale: 
liid this I see, among those pleasant tilings, 
Eael tare decays, and yet my sorrow springs. 



• MILTON, 

l« J/.il MORX1XG. 

Sow the bright morning-star, day's harbinger, 
■Comes dancing from the last, and leads with her 
Ike fesray May, who from her green lap throws 
The yellow cowslip and the pale primrose. 
Hail, lseuateous May ! that dost inspire 
Mirth, and youth, and warm desire ; 
Woods aid groves are of thy dressing 
Mil mi dale doth bast thy blessing, 
Thas we slate thee with ma early song, 
And welcome tjiw, and wish thee loii", 

b 
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Epwis Eti-iaa- 
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JO-HS CUMSIMGHAM. 

Sk£S : a MTOIUL. 

Is the bavn the twat aeek, " 
Close to 1'artlct per&h'd a\ high, 

T>riskly mm (the stapkrif® frfj ! 
Jocniifl tot the teww's aii'li 



Swiftly few As Hitsiinbm's i»w„ 
Shadows, nursed by light, rtiiw ; 

And the jseeping sunbeam, now, 
Mats with gold the village spire. 



pmmr of the yeah. 

• 

Philomel forsakes the thorn, 

Plaintive where she prates at night ; 
And the lark, to meet the morn, 

Soars beyond the shepherd's sight. 

From the low-roof'd cottage ridge, 
See the ehatt/ring swallow spring; 

Darting through the one-areh'd bridge, 
Quick she dips her dappled wing. 

Kew the pine-tree's waving top 
Gently greets the morning gale ! 

Kddlings, new, begin to crop 
Daisies, in the dewy dale. 

From the balmy sweets, uneloy'd 
(Bestless till her task be done), 

Now the busy bee's employ' d 
Sipping dew before the sun. 

Trickling through the creviced rock, 
Where the limpid stream distils, 

Sweet refreshment waits the flock 
When "tis sun-drove from the Mils. 

Coda, for the promised eora 
(Ere the harvest hopes are ripe) 

Anxkws, hears the huntsman's horn, 
Boldly sounding, drown his pipe. 

Sweet, — sweet, the warbling throng, 

Oa the white emblossom'd spray ! 

Jfatare's universal song 

Echoes to the rising day. 
w 
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T HO MS OX. 



The hawthorn whitgos, md the juicy groves 

Put forth their buds, unfolding by degrees. 

Till the whole leafy forest stands display "d, 

In full luxuriance, to the sighing gales: 

Where the deer rustle through the twining brake, 

And the birds sing conceald. At once, array's! 

In all the colours of the flushing yean?,, 

By Nature's swift and secret-working hand, 

The garden grows, and fills the liberal ait 

Willi lavish fragrance; while the premised frail 

Lies yet a little embryo, impereeived, 

Within its crimson folds. Xow from the town, 

Buried in smoke, and sleep, and noisome damp, 

Oft let. me wander o'er the dewy fields, 

Where freshness breathes, and dash the trembling drops 

From the bent bush as through the verdant masse 

Of sweet-brier hedges I pursue my walk; 

Or taste the smell of dairy ; or aseeiwl 

Some eminence, Augusta, in thy plains. 

And sec; the country far diffused around, 

One boundless blush, one white-einprttpled slimier 

Of mingled blossoms, where the raptured eye 

Hurries from joy to joy. 
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HERRICK. 



ronresA's scare a-maytxg. 



Qfx up, get up for shame! the blooming Mora 
Upon her wings presents the God unshorn ! 
■ See how Aurora throws her fair 
Fresh-quilted colours through the air! — 
Get- up, sweet slug-a-bed ! and see 
The dew bespangling herb and tree. 
Each tower has wept and bow'd toward the east 
Atws an hour since, yet you not dress'd! — 
Hay, act so much as out of bed, 
When all the birds hare matins said, 
And sung their thankful Iryrnns: 'tis sin — 
Kay, profanation, to keep in, 
Whereas a thousand virgins on this day 
Spring sooner than the lark, to fetch in May. 

Bise ! and pat on your foliage, and be seen 

To come forth, like the spring-time, fresh and green, 

And sweet m Flora. Take no care 

For jewels for your gown or hair ; 

Fear not, for the leaves will strew 

Gems ia abundance upon you; — 
Besides, the childhood of the day has kept, 
Against you come, some orient pearls unwept ; 

Come, and receive them while the light 

Hangs on the dew-locks of the night, 

And Titan on the eastern bill 

JMres MmseM; or else stands still 

Till y« come forth. Wash, dress, be brief in paying; 

Few beads are best when once we go a-Maying. 
n 



si'sim. 

Come, my Corrnnal come, and coming, mark 
How each field turns a street — each street a park, 

Made green, and tranTit'd with trees;— see hm 

Devotion gives each house a bwigh 

Or branch '—each porch, each door, ere this 

An ark, a tabernacle is, 
Made up of whitethorn neatly interwove. 
As if here were these cooler shades of love. 

Can such delights he in the street 

And open fields and we not see't? 

Come, we'll abroad, and let's obey 

The proclamation made for May, 
And sin no more as we have done by staying, 
But, toy Corinnal come, let's go a-Maying, 

There's not a budding boy or girl this day 
But is got up and gone to bring in May, 
A deal of youth ere this has come 
Back, and with whitethorn laden home: 
Some have despateli'J their cakes and cream 
Before that we have ceased to dream; 
.And some have wept, and woo'd, and plighted troth, 
And chose their priest, ere we can cast off sloth : 
Many a green gown has been given; 
Many a kiss, both odd and even; 
Many a glance, too, has been sent 
From out the eye, love's firmament; 
Many a jest told of the key's betraying 
This night, and locks piek'd ; — yet we're not a-Mayi»g! 

Come, let us go, while we are in our prime, 
And iake the harmless folly of the time; 

We shall grow old apace and die 

l'efore we know our liberty. 
a 



rimmr of re txm. 

0«r life is short, and our days run 

As fast away as docs the sun : 
Awl as a vapour, or a drop of rain, 
Once lost, can ne'er be. found again, 

So when or you or I are made 

A falile, song, or fleeting sliade, 

All love, all liking, all delight, 

Lies (bwn'd with us in endless night. 
Then while time serves, and we are but decaying, 
Come, my Genua 1 crane, let's go a-Maying. 
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APPROACH OF SPRING. 



Xow that the winter's gone, the earth hath lost 
Her snow-white robes, and now no more the frost 
Candies the grass, or calls an icy cream 
Upon the silver lake, or crystal stream: 
But the warm ssin thaws the benumbed earth, 
And makes it tender; gives a second birth 
To tie dead swallow; wakes in a hollow tree 
The drowsy cuckoo, and the humble bee: 
Kow do a choir of chirping minstrels bring 
in triumph to the world the youthful spring. 
The valleys, hills, and woods, in rich array, 
Welcome the coining of the long'd-for May. 
How all things girdle. 
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C'OWPEE. 



^a:ii> 'T. Lesis. 



E'en in the spring and playtime of the year, 
That calls th' unwonted villager abroad 
With all her little ones, a sportive train, 
To gather kingcups in the yellow mead, 
And prink their hair with daisies or to pick 
A cheap but wholesome salad from the brook: 
These shades are all my own, The timorous haw, 
Grown so familiar with her frequent guest. 
Scarce shims me; and the stock-dove, unalamC' 
Sits cooing in the pine-tree, nor suspends. 



muna of the ujx 

His long love ditty for my near approach. 

DcKWb from his refuge in some lonely elm, 

That age or injury lias hollow' J deep, 

Where, m his bed of wool and matted leaves, 

He has ontslept the winter, ventures forth 

To frisk awhile, and bask in the warm sun. 

The squirrel, flippant, perl, and ML of play ; 

He sees me, and at once, swift as a bird, 

Ascends the neighbouring beech: there whisks Ins bras! 

And perks his ears, and stamps and cries aloud, 

"With all the prettiness of feign'd alarm, 

And anger insignificantly fierce. 



CLAEE. 

The insect-world, now sunbeams higher climb, 
Oft dream oi Spring, and wake before their time. 
Bees stroke their little legs across their wings, 
And venture short flights where the snowdrop bring 
Its silver bell, and waiter aconite 
Its biittereup-like flowers that shut at night, 
With green leaf fading round its cup of gold, 
like tender maiden muffled from the cold ; 
They sip, and find their honey dreams are vain, 
Then feebly hasten to their hives again. 
The butterflies, by eager hopes undone, 
Gkd m a child come out to greet the sun, 
Beneath the shadow of a sudden shower 
Are fiafc— #ar see to-morrow's April flower. 
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MO IE. 

Gome hither, come hither, and view the face 

Of Mature, enrobed in her vernal grace. 

By the hedgerow wayside flowers are springing: 

On the budding elnis the birds are singing; 

And up — up — up to the gates of heaven 

Mounts the lark, on the wings of her rapture driven 

The voice of the streamlet is fresh and loud; 

On the sky there is not a speck of cloud : 

Come hither, come hither, and join with me 

In the season's delightful jubilee '. 



Come hither, come hither, and guess with me 
How fair and how fruitful the year wild he 5 
Look into the pasture-grounds o'er the pile. 
And behold the foal with its switching tail; 
About and abroad in its mirth it flies, 
With its long blaek forelocks about its eyes ; 
Or bends its neck down with a stretch. 
The daisy's earliest flowers to reach, 
See ! as on by the hawthorn fence we pass. 
How the. sheep are nibbling the tender grass, 
Or holding their heads to the sunny ray, 
As if their hearts, like its smile, were gay ; 
While the chattering sparrows, in and out, 
Fly the shrubs, and the trees, and roofs about; 
And sooty rooks, loudly cawing, roam, 
Willi sticks and straws, to their woodland home. 
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EOSCOE. 

(fWw tfw ixcr/umi of Gmrad ajf KtrcMit-iy.) 

May, sweet May, again, is come, — 
Msj that frees the land from gloom ; 
Children, children ! up and see 
All her stores of JeJlity. 
On the laughing hedgerow S side 
She hath spread her treasures wide; 
She is in the greenwood shade, 
AY here the nightingale hath made 
Every branch and every tree 
King with her sweet melody : 
Hill and dale are May's own treasures. 
Youths, rejoice ! In sportive measures 
Sing ye ! join the ehortis gay ! 
Hail this meaty, merry May ! 
Up! then, children! we will go 
Where the blooming roses grow ; 
In a joyful company, 
We the bursting flowers will see; 
Up, your festal dress prepare ! 
Where gay hearts are meeting, there 
May hat!) pleasures most inviting, 
Heart, and sight, and ear, delighting.. 
Listen to the bird's sweet song. 
Hark ! how soft it floats along. 
Courtly dames \ oar pleasure share ; 
Kever saw I May so fair : 
Therefore, dancing will we go, 
Youths, rejoice ! the flow'rets blow ! 
Wing ye, J join the chorus gay ! 
Hail this ruerrvy merry Mav ! 




* Lit us &Wi wkers reds org grming? 



CHARLOTTE SMITE 

& ffilK S$ TEE WiTEK. 

to us mSt where reeds are, growing, 

By the aiders in the md ; 
Where the crystal streams are fosaf, 

In whose wm the fishes feed. 

There the golden carp is laving, 
With the trout, the perch, asd kejsa; 

Mark ! their flexile fiua are wffef, 
As they glance along the 
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N«w they sink m deeper billows, 

fflem upon the surface rise; 

Or from under roots of willows, 

>Dart to eaten the water flies. 

'Midst the reeds and pebbles hiding, 
See the minnow and the roach. ; 

Or by water-lilies gliding, 

Slum with fear our near approach. 

Do not dread us, timid fishes, 
We have neither net nor honk ; 

Wanderers we, whose only wishes 
Am to read in Nature's book. 




iU'RIXG. 

B A 11 AM I 
tmuam aoiiKiss. 
How still the morning of the liallowd day' 
Mute is the wise of rural labour, knslfd 
The ploughboy's whistle, and the imlkixjiiid's song. 
The scythe lies glittering- in the devf vresti 
Of tedded grass, mingled with fading flowers, 
That yestemiora bloom'd waving in the breeze. 
The faintest sounds attract the ear— the hum 
Of early bee, the trickling of the dm, 
The distant bleating midway tip the hill 
Calmness seems throned on yon omnoving ckmi. 
To him who wanders o'er the upland leas. 
The blackbird's note comes mellower from the dale; 
And sweeter from the sky the gladsome lark 
Warbles his heaven-tuned song-, the luffing brwk 
Murmurs more gently down the deep-sunk glen; 
While from yon lowly roof whose curling smoke 
O'ermounts the mist, is heard at intervals 
The voice of psalms, the simple song of praise. 

With dove-like wings, Peace o'er yon village broods ; 
The dizzying mill-wheel rests; the anvil's din 
Hath ceased; all, all around fa quietness. 
Less fearful on this day, the limping hare 
Stops, and looks back, and steps, and looks on man, 
Her deadliest foe, The foil-worn horse, set fee, 
TJaheedful of the pasture, roanss at large; 
•And, as his stiff unwieldy bulk he rolls, 
His iromarm'd hoofs gleam in the morning ay. 

But chiefly Man the day ol rest enjoys. 
Hail, Sabisatr; thee I hail, the poor man's day. 
On other days the mau of toil Ss dotnnd 
To eat his joyless bread, lonely; the ground 

S! 
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Ikith seat and boari; seiwnM from the winter's cold 
And SMnartet's heat by neighbouring hedge or tree ; 
lint ou this day, embosom 'd in his home. 
He shares the frugal meal with those lie loves; 
Wlili those, he lores lie shares the heartfelt joy 
Of giving thanks to God, — not thanks of him, 
A w«rf and a grimace, hut reverently, 
With eover'd face and upward earnest eye. 



SCOTT. 

Like April morning clouds, that pass 

With varying shadow o'er the grass. 

And imitate, on Md and furrow. 

Life's chequer d scene of joy and sorrow ; 

Like streamlet of the mountain north, 

Now in a torrent racing forth. 

Now winding slow its silver train, 

And almost slumbering on the plain ; 

Like breezes of the autumn day, 

Whose voice inconstant dies away, 

And ever swells again as fast, 

When the ear deems its murmur past; 

Thus various, my romantic theme 

Flits, winds, or sinks, a morning dream. 

Yet pleased, onr eye pursues the trace 

Of Tight and Shade's inconstant race ; 

Meased, views the rivulet afar, 

Weaving its maze irregular; 

And [steed, we listen as the breeze 

Heaves its wild sigh through. Autumn trees. 

Then wild as cloud, or stream, or gale, 

Flow ou, flow unconfiiied, my talc. 



si'iana. 

CLARK 

The snow has left tlie cottage-top ; 

The thatcb-moss grows in brighter green ; 
And eaves la quick succession drop. 

Where grinning icicles have teen, 
Pit-patting with a pleasant noise 

In tubs set by the cottage door: 
While daeis and geese, with happy joys, 

Plnnge in the yard-pond brimming o'er. 

The sun peeps through the window-pane, 

Which children mark with laughing eye, 
And in the wet streets steal again, 

To tell each other spring is nigh. 
Then as young Hope the past recalls. 

In playing groups they often draw. 
To bnild beside the sunny walls 

Their spring-time huts of sticks or straw. 

And oft in pleasure's dream they Me 

Bound homesteads by the village side, . 
Scratching the hedge-row mosses by, 

Where painted pooty shells abide; 
Mistaking oft the ivy spray 

for leaves that eoine with budding spring,. 
And wondering, in their search for play, 

Why birds delay to bnild and sing. 

The mavis thrush, with wild delight, 

Upon the orchard's dripping tree, 
Mutters, to see the day so bright, 

Fragments of young Hope's poesy ; 
And Dame oft stops her buying wheel. 

To hear the robin's note once more. 
Who tootles while he peeks Ids meal 

From sweet-briar hips beside the door, 
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CLARE. 

II AY. 

WflSH apple frees in "blossom are, 
And cherries ef a silken -white, 
And kingcups deck the meadows fair, 

And daffodils hi brooks delight; 
When golden wallflowers bloom around, 
And purple violets scent the ground. 
And lilac 'gins to show her bloom, — 
We then may say the May ia come. 

When happy shepherds tell their tale 

Under the tender leafy tree; 
And all adown the grassy vale 

The mocking cuckoo chanteth free ; 
And Philomel, with licpxkl throat, 
Doth pour the welcome, warbling note, 
That had been all the winter dumb,- — 
We then may .say the May is come. 

When fishes leap 311 .silver stream, 

And tender corn m springing high, 
And banks are warm with sunny beam, 

And twittering swallows cleave the sky. 
And forest tees are bumming near, f 
Arid cowslips ia boys' hats appear, 
And maids do wear the meadow's bloom, - 
We then may say tha May is come. 
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•l-»Li> '«Y- iKWiS- 



' T/.e-iv irypji! simm-i ikaA! soI,m «.' 



iiim WAtTOX 

tat: axsiiu'r wish. 

I JN the tlmviy meads would fee ; 

These trysts! steams should sokee me; 

To whose hiwmtaikws bubMiag noise 

1 villi my angle would rejoiee. 
Sit to, awl see the totMove 
Court Ms chaste mate to acte rf love ; 



Uv ou tluifc tak feel to west whri 
liveatlio health and plenty, phase say mvA 
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To see sweet dewdrops kiss these flowers, 
And then wash'd off by April skewers ; 
Here tear iny Kenna sing a song, 
There see a blackbird feed her young, 

Or a laverock build 3ier nest: 

Here give ray weary spirits rest, 

And raise my low-pitch'd thoughts above 

Ruth, or what poor mortals love : 

Tims free from lawsuits, and the noise 
Of princes' courts, I would rejoice : 

Or with ray Bryan and a book, 

Loiter long days near Shawford Brook ; 

There sit by Mm, and eat my meat; 

There see the sun both rise and set; 

There bid good morning to next day; 

There meditate my time away ; 

And angle on, and beg to have 

A quiet passage to a welcome grave. 



GRAY. 

Now the gulden mom aloft 

Wares her dew-bespangled wing, 

With vermeil cheek and whisper soft 

She warn the tardy Spring; 

Til April starts and calls around 

The sleeping fragrance from the ground ; 

And lightly o'er the living scene , 

Seafcteras his freshest, tenderest green 



nmisa. 



BRUCE. 



Loosed from the bands of frost, the verdant ground 
Again pats on her rote of cheerful green, 

Again pate forth her flowers; and all around, 
Smiling, the cheerful face of Spring k seen. 

Behold! the trees new-deck their wither'd boughs; 

Their ample lmr& the hospitable plane, 
The taper film, and lofty ash disclose: 

Tire blooming hawthorn variegates the seene: 

The lily of the vale, of flowers the queen. 

Tuts on the robe she neither sew'd hoc spun: 
The birds on ground, or on the branches green, 

Hop to and fro, and glitter in the sun. 

Soon as o'er eastern hills the morning peers, 
From her low nest the tufted lark upsprings, 

And, cheerful singing, up the air she steers; 
Still high she mounts, still loud and sweet she sings. 

On the green furze, clothed o'er with golden bloomy 
That fill the air with fragrance all around, 

The linnet sits, and tricka his glossy plumes, 
While o'er the wild his broken notes resound. 

While the sun journeys down the western sky, 
Along the greensward, marled with Eoman mound, 

Beneath the blithesome shepherd's watchful eye 
The cheerful lambkins dance and frisk around. 

» 

Now is the time for those who wisdom love, 

Who love to walk in virtue's flowery road, 
Along the lovely paths of spring to rove, 
And follow Nature up to Nature's (lad. 
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BUHNS. 
ON THE APPROACH OF SPRING. 

Now Nature hangs her asaatte green 

On everv blooming tree, 
And spreads her sheets o' daisies white 

Out o'er the grassy lea: 
Now Phoebus cheers the crystal streams, 

And glads the azure skies; 
But nought can glad the weary wight 

That fast in durance lies. 

Now lav'roeks wake the merry morn, 

Aloft on dewy wing; 
The merle, in his noontide bower, 

Makes woodland echoes ring; 
The mavis wild, wi' mony a note, 

Sings drowsy day to rest; 
In love and freedom they rejoice, 
Wf eare nor thrall opprest, 

Now blooms the lily by the bank, 

The primrose- down the brae ; 
The hawthorn's budding in the glen, * 

And milk-white is the slae; 
The meanest Mud in fair Scotland, 

May rove their sweets amang; 
But % the Queen of a' Scotland, 

Maun lie in prison Strang. 
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HEEBEKT, 

a noexhebs smism. 

Yestreen the mountain's rugged brow 
Was mantled o'er with dreary snow; 
The sun set red behind the hill, 
And every breath of wind was still ; 
But ere he rose the southern Mast 
A veil o'er heaven's blue arch had east ; 
Thick roll'd the clouds, and genial rain 
Pour'd the wide deluge o'er the plain, 
Fair glens and verdant vales appear, 
And warmth awakes the budding year. 
'tis the touch of fairy hand 
That wakes the spring of northern land; 
It warms not there by slow degrees, 
With changeful pulse, the uncertain breeze; 
But sudden on the wond'ring sight 
Bursts forth the beam of living light, 
And instant verdure springs around, 
And magic flowers bedeck the ground, 
llettim'd from regions fax away, 
The red-wing'd throstle pours his lay; 
The soaring snipe salutes the spring, 
While the breeze whistles through Ids wing, 
And, us he bads the melting snows, 
The hoatheoek (daps his wings and ercws. 

SB 
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BURNS. 

the mmstm daisy. 
Wee, modest, erinison-tipped flower, 
Thou'st met me at aa evil hour; 
For I rnaun crash amang the stoure 

Thy slender stem. 
To spare thee ot is past my power, 

Thou boimie gem. 

Alas ! 'tis no thy neebor sweet, 
The homiie lark, companion meet! 
Beading thee 'niang the dewy weet 

Wi' speckled breast, 
Wfem upward springing, blythe, to greet 

The pmpliiig east. 

Cauld blew the hitter, biting Worth, 
Upon thy early, humble birth: 
Yet cheerfully thou glinted forth 

Amid the storm. 
Scarce leased above the parent earth 

Thy tender form. 

The flaunting flowers our gardens yield, 
High sheltering woods and wa's maun shield: 
But thou, beneath the random hield 

0' clod or stane, 
Adorns the histie stibble-Md 

Unseen, alane. 

There in thy scanty mantle clad. 
Thy smwits bosom sunward spread, 
Thou lifts thy unassuming head 

In humble grilse; 
But now the share uptears thy bed, 

And low thou lies. 



mmM 

Bmfo is the fate of artless maid, 
Sweet fiow'ret of the rural shade? 
By love's simplicity betray'd, 

Aim! guileless trast, 
Till she, like thee, all soil'tl, is laid 

Low in the dust. 

Such is the fate of simple hard, 

On life's rough ocean luckless stair'di 

Unskilful he to note the card 

Of pradeni lore, 
Till billows rage, and gales blow hard, 

And whe-lin Mm o'er. 

Such fate to suffering worth is givea, 
Who long' with wants and woes has stereea,, 
Ey human pride or cunning driven 

To misery's Taint,, 
Till, wrench'd of every stay but heaven. 

He muni sink ! 

E'en thou who niourn'st the Daisy's fate, 
That fate is thine — no distant date, 
Stem ruin's ploughshare drives elate 

Full on thy bloom 
Till erush'd beneath the furrow's weight 

Shall he thy down. 
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ADDISOX. 



HYMN, 



The spacious nrmanieait on high. 

With all the Hue, ethereal sty, 

Aad spangled heavens, a shining frame, 

Their great Original proclaim: 

The unwearied sua, from day to day, 

Bees Iiis Creator's power display, 

Aad publishes to mmj land 

The work of an Almighty hand. 

Soon as the evening shades prevail, 
The moon lakes up the wondrous tale, 
And nightly to the listening earth 
liepeate the story of her birth ; 
While all the stars that round her burn, 
And all the planets in their turn, 
ConfixiB the tidings as they roll, 
And spread the truth from pole to pole. 

What though, in sofetMii silence, all 
Move round the dart terrestrial hall ? 
What though nor real voice, nor sound, 
Amid their radiant orbs be found ? 
In season's ear they all rejoice, 
And nitter forth a glorious voice, 
For mom fi&nghjg, m they shine, 
'The hand that made us is Divine !' 




Summer, 

From hrighkning fields of ether fair diseksed, 
Child of the Sun, refulgent Summer tames, 
In pride of youth, and fit thnmgh Natme's deftk: 
Me ctfmes attended by the sultry kmrs, 
And ever-fiimbig breezes, on his sot/ 
While from his anient kok, the fuming Spring 
Amis her blushful face; and earth, and skies, ■ 
All smiikig, to his hot dmtimim kmm, 

Hmce, let me haste info the mid-weed skeuk. 
Where searee a smtkam temders tkrmgk ike gUvm,: 
And m the dirk-greets grass, fecM 1 tke. krmk 
Of haunted stream, that l>y tke roots of mk 
Molls o'er the reeky eiictmsd, lis, tti &*$$, 
And sing tke glories if t&e cimUng year, t 

Tkmsm*. 








Djvio Cox. 



"Cmd'il by his miive hmk\s gran sms." 



WILLIAM BOVITT. 



Jakes W. Lswis. 



A JUSE DAT* 

Who has not dream'd si world of bliss, 
Oh a bright, sunny noon like this, 
Couch'd by his native brook's green maze, 
With comrade of his boyish days, 
While all around them seeus'd to be, 
Jtist as in joyous infancy? 



Who has not loved, at su&h an hour, 
Upon that heath, In birchen bower, 
Lull'd in tlie poet's dreamy mood, 
Its wild and sunny solitude-; 
WMle o'er the waste of p\u*ple ling 
You mark'd a sultry glimmering ? 
Silence herself there seems to sleep, 
Wrapp'd in a slumber long and deep, 
Where slowly stray those lonely sheep 
Through the tall foxglove's crimson bloom, 
And ffleamm<r of the seatter'd broom. 
Love you not, then, to list and hear 
The crackling of the gorse-flowers near, 
Pouring an orange-scented tide 
Of fragrance o'er the desert, wide 1 
To hear the buzzard, whimpering shrill, 
Hovering above you high and still? 
The twittering of the bird that dwells 
Amongst the heath's delicious bells ? 
Wliilc round your bed of fern and. blade, 
Insects hi green and gold array'd, 
The sun's gay tribes, have lightly strayed 
And sweeter wand, their humming wings 
Than the proud minstrel's echoing strings. 



SHAKSPEAEK 

Now daisies pied, and violets blue, 
And lady-smocks all silver white, 

And euekoo-buds of yellow hue, 

Do paint the meadows with delight; 

The cuckoo now, on every tree, 
Sings cuckoo \ cuckoo ! 
m 



SUMMER. 



THOMSON. 



And soon, observant of approaching clay, 

The meek-eyed Mom appears, mother of dews, 

At first faint gleaming in the dappled east; 

Till far o'er ether spreads the widening glow. 

And from before the lustre of her face 

White break the clouds away. With quicken'd step, 

Brown Fight retires: young Day pours in apace, 

And opens all the lawny prospect wide. 

The dripping rock, the mountain's misty top, 

Swell on the sight, and brighten with the dawn. 

Eke, through the dusk, the smoking currents shine; 

And from the bladed field the fearful hare 

Limps, awkward: while along the forest glade 

The wild deer trip, and, often turning, gaze 

At early passenger. Music awakes 

The native voice of undissembled joy; 

And thick around the woodland hymns arise. 

Boused by the cock, the soon-clad shepherd leaves 

His mossy cottage, where with Peace he dwells; 

And from the crowded fold, in order, drives 

His flock, to taste the verdure of the mom. 

But yonder comes the powerful King of Day, 

Eejoicing in the east! The lessening cloud, 

The kindling azure, and the moimtain's brow 

HLumed with fluid gold, his near approach 

Betoken glad. Lo! now, apparent all, 

Aslant the dew-bright earth, and colour'd air. 

He looks in boundless majesty abroad; 

And sheds the shining day, that bumish'd plays 

On rocks, and hills, and towers, and wandering streams, 

High -gleaming from afar. 
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LONGFELLOW. 



I STOOD upon the hills, when heaven's wide arch 

Was glorious with the surfs returning march, 

And woods were hrighten'd, and soft gales 

Went for to kiss the sun-clad vales. 

The clouds were far beneath me ; — bathed in light 

They gather' d mid-day round the wooded height, 

And, in their fading glory, shone 

Lite hosts in hat-tie overthrown, 

As many a pinnacle, with shifting glance, 

Through the grey mist thrust up its shatter'd lance, 

And rocking on the stiff was left 

The dark pine, blasted, bum, and cleft. 

The ■ veil of cloud was lifted, and below 

Glow'd the rich valley, and the river's flow 

Was darken'd hy the forest shade, 

Or glisten'd in the white cascade; 

Where upward, in the mellow blush of day, 

The noisy bittern wheel'd his spiral way. 

I heard the distant waters dash, 

I saw the current whirl and flash, — 

And richly, by the blue lake's silver beech, 

The woods were bending with a silent reach. 

Then o'er the vale, with gentle swell, 

The music of the village hell 

Came sweetly to the echo-giving hill; 

And the wild horn, whose voice the woodland fills, 

Was ringing to the merry shout, 

That feint and far the glen sent out, 

Where, answering to the sudden shot, thin smoke, 

Through tMek-leaved branches, from the dingle broke. 



svmtEM, 



If thou art worn and hard beset 

With sorrows, that thou wouldst forget, — 

If thou wouldst read a lessors, that will keep 

Thy heart from fainting and thy soul from sleep, 

Go to the woods and hills! — No tears 

Dim the sweet look that Nature wears. 



GBAHAME, 

Delightful is this loneliness; it calms 

My heart: pleasant the cool beneath these elms 

That throw across the stream a moveless shade. 

Here Nature in her mid-noon whisper speaks: 

How peaceful every sound! — the ringdove's plaint, 

jVloan'd from the forest's gloomiest retreat, 

While every other woodland lay is mute, 

Save when -the wren flits from her down-coved nest, 

And from the root-sprig's trills her ditty clear, — 

The grasshopper's oft-pausing chirp— the him, 

Angrily shrill, of uioss-entangled bee, 

That, soon as loosed, booms with full twang away, — 

The sudden rushing of the niinuow shoal, 

Seared from the shallows by my passing tread. 

Dimpling the water glides, with here and there. 

A glossy fly, skimming in circlets gay 

The. treacherous surface, while the quick-eyed trout 

Watches his time to spring; or from above-, 

Some fcather'd dam, purveying 'inorig the .boughs. 

Darts from her perch, and to her pkmeless brood 

Bears off the prize :— sad emblem of mans lot ! 

1 
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COWPEP, 



Sow roves the eye; 
And posted on this speculative height, 
Exults in its command. The sheepfold here 
Pours out its fleecy tenants o'er the glebe. 
At first-, progressive as a stream, they seek 
The middle field ; but, scattei'd by degrees, 
Each to his choice, soon whiten all the land. 
There from the sun-burnt hayfield homeward creeps 
The loaded wain ; while, lighten'd of its charge, 
The wain that meets it passes swiftly by; 
The boorish driver leaning o'er Ids team 
Vociferous, and impatient of delay. 
Here the grey smooth trunks 
Of ash, or lime, or beech, distinctly shine, 
Within the twilight of tlieir distant shades ; 
There, lost behind a rising ground, the wood 
Seems sunk, and shorten'd to its topmost boughs. 
No tree in all the grove but has its charms, 
Though each its hue peculiar; paler some, 
And of a wannish grey; the willow such, 
And poplar, that with silver lines its leaf, 
And ash, far-stretching his umbrageous arm; 
Of deeper green the elm; and deeper still, 
Lord of the woods, the long-surviving oak. 
Some glossy-leaved, and shining in the MB, 
The maple, and the beech of oily nuts 
Prolific, and the lime at dewy eve 



SVMMMS. 



Diffusing odours : nor unnoted pass 

The sycamore, capricious in attire, 

Now green, now tawny, and, ere autumn yet 

Have changed the woods, in scarlet honour bright. 



HOUSEMAN. 



THE BEAUTIES OF S0M1IEH. 



The Summer! the Summer! the exquisite time 
Of the red rose's blush, and the nightingale's chime, 
The chant of the lark, and the boom d the bee— 
The season of brightness, and beauty, and glee ! 
It is here— it is here ! it is lighting again, 
With sun-braided smiles, the deep heart of the glen; 
It is touching the mountain and tinging the hill, 
And dimpling the face of the low-laughing rill; 
It is flooding the forest trees richly with bloom I 
And flinging gold showers in the lap of tie broom I 
I haw heard the lark warble his hymn in the sky, 
I hare seen the dew-tear in the meek daisy's eye; 
I have scented the breath of the fresh epen'd flowers, 
I have pluck'd a rich garland from bright hawthorn bowers; 
My footsteps have been where the violet sleeps, 
And where arches of eglantine hang from the steeps; 
I have startled the linnet from thickets of shade, 
And roused the fleet stag as he bask'd in the glade ; 
And my spirit is blithe— as a rivulet clear, 
For the Summer, the golden orown'd Summer, is hew! 
•u 
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BLOOMFIELD. 



MOOS-LIGHT IN SUMMER. 



Jjow on the utmost bomid'ry of tlie sight, 
'The rising vapours catch the silver light; 
Thence fancy measures, as they parting fly, 
Which first will throw its shadow on the eye, 
Passing the source of %Ir| ; and thence away, 
Succeeded quick by brighter still than they. 
For yet above these wafted clouds are seen 
(In a remoter sky, still more serene) 
Others, detach'd in ranges through the air, 
Sjjotless as snow, and countless as they're fair: 
Scattered immensely wide from east to west, 
The beauteous semblance of a flock at rest. 
These, to the raptured mind, aloud proclaim 
Their mighty Shepherd's everlasting name; 
And thus the loit'rers utmost strefech of soul 
Climbs the still clouds, or passes those that roll, 
And loosed Imagination soaring goes 
High o'er Ms home, and all his 'little woes. 




SUMMES, 

The daisy and the buttercup 

Are nodding courteously ; 
It stirs their blood with kindest love, 

To bless and welcome thee. 
And mark how with thine own thin locks, 

They now are silvery grey, — 
That blissful breeze is wantoning, 

And whispering, "Be gay!" 

There is no cloud that sails along 

The ocean of yon sky, 
But hath its own wing'd mariners 

To give it melody. 
Thou see'st their glittering fans outspread, 

All gleaming like red gold; 
And, hark ! with shrill pipe musical, 

Their merry course they hold. 
God bless them all, these little ones, 

Who, far above this earth, 
Can make a scoff of its mean joys, 

And vent a nobler mirth. 

But, soft! mine ear upcaught a sound — 

From yonder wood it came; 
The spirit of the dim green glade 

Did breathe his own glad name. 
Yes, it is het the hermit bird, 

That, apart from all his kind, 
Slow spells Ids beads monotonous 

To the soft western wind. 
Cuckoo! cuckoo! he sings again — 

His notes are void of art : 
But simplest strains do soonest sound 

The deep founts of the heart. 



iPftBSW Gt TEE TRAM. 

Good Lord! it is a gracious boon 

For thcmght-eraged wight like me, 
To smell again these summer flowers, 

Beneath this summer tree ! 
To suck once more,, in every breath, 

Their little sords away, 
And feed my fancy with fond dreams 

Of youth's bright, summer day ; 
When mshing forth, like untamed colt, 

The reckless truant boy 
Wander'd through green woods all day long, 

A mighty heart of joy ! 

I'm sadder now — I have had cause; 

But, oh, I'm proud to think 
That each pure joy-fount loved of yore 

I yet delight to drink ; 
Leaf, blossom, Made, hill, valley, stream. 

The calm, unclouded sky, 
Still mingle music with my dream, 

As in the days gone by. 
When Summer's Wellness and light 

Fall round me dark and cold, 
I'll bar indeed life's heaviest curse — 

A heart that hath wax'd old 
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COLERIDGE. 

All is still : 
A balmy night I and though the stars be dim. 
Yet let us think upon the vernal showers 
That gladden the green earth, and we shall find 
A pleasure in the dimness of the stars. 
And hark ! the nightingale begins its song, 
" Most musical, most melancholy " bird ! 
A melancholy bird ! Oh r idle thought \ 
In Nature there is nothing melancholy. 



"lis the merrv Nightingale, 
That crowds, and hurries, ami precipitates 
With fast thick warble his delicious notes, 
As he were fearful that an April night 
Would he too short for him to utter forth 
His love-chant, and disburthen his full sold 
Of all its music! 

I know a grove 
Of large extent, hard by a castle huge, 
Winch the great lord inbabits not: and so 
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This grove is wild with tanglisg underwood, 

And the trim walks are broken up. and grass, 

Thin grass, and kingcups, grow within the paths ; 

But never elsewhere in one place I knew 

So many nightingales ; and tar and near, 

lu wood and thicket over the rode grove, 

They answer and provoke each other s songs — 

With skirmish and capricious passaging?, 

And murmurs musical and swift jug-jug, 

And one low piping sound more sweet than all — 

Stirring the air with such a harmony, 

That, should you dose your eyes, you might almost 

Forget it was not day! On moon-lit bushes, 

Whose dewy leaflets ate hat half disclosed, 

Yon may, perchance, behold them on the twigs, 

Their bright, bright eyes, their eyes both bright and full, 

Glistening, while many a glowworm in the shade 

lights up her love-torch. 

And oft a moment's space, 
What time the moon was lost behind a clond, 
Hath heard a pause of silence; till the moon 
Emerging, hath awaken'd earth and sky 
With one sensation, and these wakeful birds 
Have all burst forth in choral minstrelsy, 
A%- if some sudden gale had swept at once 
A hundred airy harps! And I have wateb'd 
Many a nightingale perch'd giddily 
On blossoiay twig still swinging from the breeze, 
And to that motion tune his wanton song, 
like tipsy ,j,>y that, reels with tossing head, 



HO WITT 
IIeee happy would they stay in summer horn's, 
To spy the birds in their green, leafy bowers, 
And learn their various voices; to delight 
In the gay tints, and ever-bickering flight 
Of dragon-flies upon the river's brim; 
Or swift kingfisher in his gaudy trim 
Came skimming past, with a shrill, sudden cry : 
Or on the river's sunny marge to lie, 
And count the insects that meandering traee, 
In some smooth nook, their circuits on its face. 
Now gravely ponder on the frothy cells 
Of insects, hung on flowery pinnacles ; 
Now, wading the deep grass, exulting trace 
The corn-crake's curious voice from place to place; 
Now heTe — now &&m — now distant — now at hand- 
Now hush'd, just where in wondering mirth they stand. 
To lie abroad on Nature's lonely breast, 

Amidst the music of a summer's sky, 
Where tall, dark pines the northern bank invest 

Of a still lake ; and see the long pikes lie 
Basking upon the shallows; with dark crest, 

And threat'ning pomp, the swan go sailing by, 
And many a wild-fowl on its breast that shone, 
Flickering, like liquid silver, in the joyous sun; 
The, duck, deep poring with her downward head, 

Like a buoy floating on the ocean wave; 
The Spanish goose, like drops of crystal, shed 

The water o'er him, his rich plumes to lave; 
The beautiful widgeon, springing upward, spread 

His clapping wings; the heron stalking grave 
Into "the stream; the coot and water-hen 
Vanish into tho flood, then, far off, rise again ;— - 
Such wore their joys ! 
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WSCBIFTIOS OF SiXDBS AT SUMMEBS NOON. 

How sweet at summer's noon to sit and muse 
Beneath the shadow of some ancient elm! 
"While at my feet the mazy streamlet flows 
In tuneful lapse, hiving the flowers that bend 
To hiss its tide; while sport the finny throng 
On the smooth surface of the crystal depths 
In silvery circlets, or in shallows leap, 
That sparkle to the sunbeam's trembling glare. 
Around the tiny jets, where humid bells 
Break as they foam, the water-spiders weave, 
Brisk on the eddying pools, their ceaseless dance. 
The wild-bee winds her horn, lost in the cups 
Of honied flowers, or sweeps with ample curve. 
"While o'er the summer's lap is heard the hum 
Of countless insects sporting on the wing, 
Inviting sleep. And from the leafy woods 
One various song of bursting joy ascends, 
While echo wafts the notes from grove to hill; 
From Ml to grove the grateful concert spreads, 
As borne on fluttering plumes, in circling maze 
The happy birds flit through the balmy air, 
W r here plays the gossamer; and., as they felt 
The general joy, bright exhalations dance; 
And shepherd's pipe, and song of blooming maid, 
Quick as she turns the odour-breathing swathes 
Of new-mown hay, and children playing round 
The ivy-eltLster'd eot, and low of herds, 
And bleat of lambs, that crop the verdant sward 
"With dames pied, while smiles the heaven serene; 
All wake to ecstasy, or melt to love, 
^d to the mmm d Goodness raise fl» soul — 
** » to Hiffl, exhausfess source of bliss' ' 
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H1TBDIS. 



How gay this meadow !— like a gamesome boy 
New clothed, his locks fresh eomb'd and powder'd, li 
All health and spirits. Scarce so many stars 
Shine in the azure canopy of heaven, 
As kingcups here are scattered, interspersed 
"With silver daisies. 

See, the toiling hind 
With many a sturdy stoke cuts up at hat 
The tough and sinewy furze. How hard he fought 
To fell the glory of the barren waste ! 
For what more noble than the vernal tee, 
With golden baskets hung ? Approach it not, 
For ev'ry blossom has a troop of swords 
Drawn to defend it, 'Tis the treasury 
Of Fays and Fairies. Here they nightly meet, 
Each with a burnish'd kingcup in Ms hand, 
And quaff the subtil ether. Here they dance, 
Or to the village chimes, or moody song 
Of midnight Philomel, The ringlet see 
Fantastically trod. There Oberon. 
His gallant train leads out, the while his torch 
The glowworm lights, and dusky night illumes: 
And there they foot it featly round and laugh. 
The sacred spot the superstitious ewe 
Regards, and bites it not, in I'evraeace. 
Anon the drowsy clock tolls one— the eoek 
His clarion sounds, the dance breaks off, the lights 
Are (pieuch'd, the music hush'd, they speed away 
Swifter than thought, and sail the break of mora 
Outrun, and chasing Midnight as she flies, 
Pursue her round the globe, 
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Oft when thy season, sweetest queen, 
Has drest the groves in livery green ; 
When in each fair and fertile field 
Beauty begins her bower to build ; 
While Evening, veil'd in shadows brown, 
Puts her matron-mantle on, 
Aral mists in spreading steams convey 
More fresh the fumes of new-shorn ha}- : 

There through the dusk but dimly seen, 
Sweet evening objects intervene ; 
Ills wattled cotes the shepherd plants, 
Beneath her elm the milkmaid chants. 
The woodman, speeding home, awhile 
Bests him at a shady stile. 
Nor wants there fragrance to dispense 
Ivofreslnneuts o'er nay soothed sense ; 
Nor tangled woodbine's balmy bloom, 
Nor grass besprent to breathe perfume : 
Nor lurking wild-thyme's spicy sweet 
To bathe in dew my roving feet : 
Nor wants there note of Philomel, 
Nor sound of distant tinkling bell : 
Nor lowings faint of herds remote, 
Nor mastiffs bark from bosom' d cot ; 
linstlo the breezes lightly borne 
Of deep einbattel'd ears of corn : 
Bound ancient dim, with bumming noise, 
Full loud the chaffer-swarms rejoice. 
Meantime, a thousand dyes invest 
The ruby chambers of the west* 



WJQGR 

That all aslant the village tower 
A mild reflected radiance pour, 
While, with the level-streaming rays, 
Far seen its arched windows blaze; 
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And the tall grove's green top is (light 
In msaet tints, and gleams of light : 
So that the gay scene by degrees 
Bathes my blithe heart in ecstasies; 
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And Fancy to my ravishM sight 
Portrays hex kindred "visions bright. 
At length, the pairing light subdues 
My soften'd seal to calmer views, 
And fainter shapes of pensive joy, 
As twilight dawns, my mind employ, 
Titt from the path I fondly stray 
In musings kp% nor heed the way; 
Wandering through, the landscape still, 
Till melancholy has her fill; 
And on each moss-wove border damp, 
The glowworm hangs his fairy lamp. 



8HAKSPEABE. 

The moon shine* bright;— -In such a night as this, 
When the sweet wind did gently Mss the trees, 
And they did make no noise;-— in such a night 
Stood Dido, with a willow in her hand, 
Upon the wild sea-banks ;— in such a night 

Medea, gather'd the enchanted herb 

Em sweet the moonlight sleepa upon this hank ! 
Heie ml we sit-, and let the sounds of mnsic 
Creep it our ears: soft stillness, and the night, 
Become the touches of sweet harmony, 
, , , , lm% how the floor of heaven 
Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold! 
Tl^w's not the smallest orb which them behold'st, 
But in its motion like an angel sings, 
StiO cpiring to the young-eyed cherubim, 
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BRYAKI. 



Tee sim has drunk 
The dew that lay upon the morning grass; 
There is no rustling in the lofty elm 
That canopies my dwelling, and its shade 
Scarce cools me. All is silent, save the faint 
And interrupted murmur of the bee, 
Settling on the , sick flowers, and then again 
Instantly on the wing. 

Bright clouds, 
Motionless pillars of the brazen heaven — 
Their bases on the mountains — their white tops 
Shining in the far ether — fire the air 
With a reflected radiance, and make turn 
The gazer's eye away. For me, I lie 
Languidly in the shade, where the thick turf; 
Yet virgin from the kisses of the sun, 
Eetains some freshness, and I woo the wind 
That still delays its coming. Why so slow, 
Gentle and voluble spirit of the air? 
Oh, come and breathe upon the fainting earth 
Coolness and life. Is it that in his caves 
He hears me ? See, on yonder woody ridge 
The pine is bending his proud top; and now, 
Among the nearer groves, chestnut and oak 
Are tossing their green boughs about. He comes' 
Lo, where the grassy meadow runs in waves ! 
The deep, distressful silence of the scene 
Breaks up with mingling of mmumber'd sounds 
And muversal motion. He is come, 
Shaking a shower of blossoms from the shrubs, 
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And bearing on their fragrance : and he brings 
Music of birds, and rustling of green boughs, 
And sound of swaying branches, and the voice 
Of distant waterfalls. All the green herbs 
Are stirring in his breath ; a thousand flowers, 
By the roadsides and borders of the brook, 
Nod gaily to each other; glossy leaves 
Are twinkling in the sun, as if the dew 
Were on them yet, and. silver waters break 
Into small waves, and sparkle as he eomes. 



BEA1TIE. 
« 

Bct who the melodies of morn can tell ? 
The wild brook babbling down the mountain's side; 
The lowing herd; the sheepfold's simple hell; 
The pipe of early shepherd dim descried 
In the lone valley; echoing far and wide 
Hie clamorous horn along the cliffs above; 
The hollow murmur of the ocean tide ; 
The hum of bees, the linnet's lay of love, 
And the full choir that wakes the universal grove. 

The cottage eurs at early pilgrim bark; 
Crown'd with her pail the tripping milkmaid sings; 
The whistling ploughman sstalks afield ; and hark ! 
Down the rough slope the ponderous waggon rings ; 
Through rustling com the hare astonish' d springs : 
Slow tolls the village clock the drowsy hour; 
The partridge bursts away on whirring wings; 
Beep mourns the turtle in sequester'd bower, 
And shrill lark carols clear faun, her aerial tower. 
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ELLIOTT, 

THIS' WOKDER3 OF THE LANE. 

Stkong climber of the mountain's side, 

Though thou the vale disdain, 
Yet walk with me where hawthorns hide 

The wonders of the lane. 
High o'er the rushy springs of Don 

The stormy gloom is roil'd; 
The moorland hath not yet put on 

His purple, green, and gold. 
But here the titling spreads his wing, 

Where dewy daisies gleam; 
And here the sunflower of the Spring 

Bums Bright in morning's beam. 
To mountain winds the fainish'd fox 

Complains that Sol is slow, 
O'er headlong steeps and gushing rocks 

His royal robe to throw. 
But here the lizard seeks the sun, 

Here coils, in light, the snake; 
And here the fire-tuft hath begun 

Its beauteous nest to make. 
Oh, then, while hums the, earliest bee 

Where verdure fires the plain, 
Walk thou with me, and stoop to see 

The glories of the lane ' 
For oh ! I love these banks of rook, 

This roof of sky and tree, 
These tufts, where sleeps the gleaming clock, 

And wakes the earliest bee ! 



7'OETHT OF TITS Y£A£. 

As spirits from eternal day 

Look dawn on earth, seems, 
Look here, and wonder, and survey 

A -world In miniature. 
A world not seom'd by Him who made 

E'en weakness by His might ; 
But solemn in His depth of shade, 

And splendid in His sight. 



KEATS. 

To one who has been long in city pent, 
Tis very sweet to look into the fair 
And open face of heaven,— to breathe a prayer 

Full in the smile of the blue firmament. 

Who is more happy, when, with heart's content, 
Fatigued he sinks into some pleasant lair 
Of wavy grass, and reads a debonair 

And gentle tale of love and knguishment ? 

Returning home at evening, with an ear 
Catching the notes of FhilomeL— an eye 

Watching the sailing cloudlet's bright career, 
He mourns that day so soon has glided by ; 

E'en like the passage of M angel's tear 
That Mis through the clear ether silently. 



MARY HOWITT, 

SUMMEft 8050 Of THE STBAWBEEEI UK, 

If is summer! it is summer! how beautiful it looks! 
There is sunshine on the old grey hills, and sunshine on the 



A singing-bird on every hough, soft perfumes on the air, 
A happy smile on each young lip, and gladness everywhere. 

Oh! is it not a pleasant thing to wander tough the woods. 
To look upon the painted flowers, and watch the opening 

buds ; 
Or, seated in the deep cool shade at some tall ash tree's root, 
To fill my little basket with the sweet and scented fruit ? 

They tell me that my father's poor— that is no grief to me, 
When such a blue and brilliant sky my upturn'd eye can see; 
They tell me, too, that richer girls can sport with toy and gem ; 
It may be so— and yet, methinks, I do not envy them. 

When forth I go upon my way, a thousand toys are mine. 
The clusters of dark violets, the wreaths of the wild vine; 
My jewels are the primrose pale, the bindweed and the rose ; 
And show me any courtly gem more beautiful than those. 

And then the fruit ! the glowing fruit ! how sweet the seent 

it breathes! 
I love to see its crimson cheek rest m the bright green leaves! 
Summer's own gift of luxury, in which the poor may share, 
The wild-wool fruit my eager eye is seeking everywhere, 

Oh ! summer is a pleasant time, with till its sounds and sights ; 
Its dewy mornings, balmy eves, and tranquil eahu delights; 
I sigh when first I see the leaves Ml yellow on the plain, 
And all the winter long I sing— Sweet summer, come again. 
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ELLIOTT. 

Thy find* fall well the schoolboy knows, 

Wild bramble of the brake I 
So, put thou forth thy small white rose ; 

I lore it for Ms sake. 
Though woodbines flaunt and roses glow 

O'er all the fragrant bowers, 
Thou needst not be ashamed to show 

Thy satin-threaded flowers; 
For dull the eye, the heart is dull, 
' 'That cannot feel how fair, 
Amid all beauty beautiful. 

Thy tender blossoms are! 
How delicate thy gauzy frill '. 

How rich thy branchy stem l 
How soft thy voice, when woods are still, 

And thou sing'st hymns to them; 
While silent showers are failing slow, 

And, 'raid the general hush, 
A sweet air lifts the little bough, 

Lone whispering through the bush ! 
The primrose to the grave is gone; 

The hawthorn flower is dead ; 
The violet by the moss'd grey stone 

Hath laid her weary head; 
Bat thou, wild bramble' back dost bring, 

In all their beauteous power, 
The fresh green days of life's fair spring, 

And boyhood's blossomy hour. 
Seora'd bramble of the brake 1 once more 

Thou bidd'st me fee a boy, 
To gad with thee the woodlands o'er, 

la freedom and m joy. 
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A SUMMER LANDSCAPE, 



Fair from his hand behold the village rise, 
In rural pride, 'mong intermingled trees! 
Above whose aged tops the joyful swains, 
At eventide, descending from the hill, 
With eye eiiamour'd, mark the many wreaths 
Of pillar'd smoke, high-curling to the clouds. 
The streets resound with labour's various voice, 
Who whistles at his work. Gay on the green 
Young blooming boys, and girls with golden hair, 
Trip nimble-footed, -wanton in their play, 
The village hope. All in a reverend row, 
Their grey-hair'd grandsires, sitting in the sun 
Before the gate, and leaning on the staff, 
The well-remember'd stories of their youth 
Eecoivnt, and shake their aged locks with joy. 

How fair a prospect rises to the eye, 
Where beauty vies in all her vernal forms, 
For ever pleasant, and for ever new I 
Swells th' exulting thought, expands the soul, 
Drowning each ruder care: » blooming train 
Of bright ideas rushes on the mind. 
Imagination rouses at the scene, 
And backward, through the gloom of ages past, 
Beholds Arcadia, like a rural queen, 
Encircled with her swains and rosy nymphs, 
The mazy dance conducting on the green. 
Nor yield to old Arcadia's blissful vales 
m 
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Thine, gentle Leren! green on eitlier hand 
Thy meadows spread, unbroken of the plough, 
With beauty all their own. Thy fields rejoice 
With all the riches of the golden year. 
Fat cm the plain, and mountain's sunny side, 
Large droves of oxen, and the fleecy flocks, 
Feed undistarh'd, and fill the echoing air 
With music, grateful to the master's ear. 
The traveller stops, and gazes round and round. 
O'er all the scenes that animate his heart 
With mirth and music. E'en the mendicant, 
Bowbent with age, that on the old grey stone 
Sole sitting, suns him in the public way, 
Feels his heart leap, and to himself he sings. 



LEIGH HUM. 

Fob to! no sooner has the cold withdrawn, 

Than the bright elm is tufted on the lawn ; 

The merry sap has run up in the bowers, 

And burst the windows of the buds in flowers; 

With song the bosoms of the- birds run o'er, 

The cuckoo calls, the swallow's at the door, 

And apple trees, at noon with bees alive, 

Burn with the golden chorus of the hive. 

5W all these sweets, these sounds, this vernal blaze, 

Is but one joy, expressed a thousand ways : 

And honey from the flowers, and song from birds, 

Are iami the poets pen his overflowing words. 
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ASP now, to issue from the glen, 
Ho pathway meets the wanderer's ken, 
Unless he climb, with footing nice, 
A far projecting precipice. 
The broom's tough roots his ladder made, 
The hazel saplings lent their aid; 
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And thus an airy point lie won, 

Where, gleaming with the setting sun, 

One buxnish'd sheet of living gold, 

Loch Katrine lay beneath him roll'd: 

Tn all her length far winding lay, 

"With promontory, creek, and bay, 

And islands that, empurpled bright. 

Floated amid the livelier light: 

And mountains, that like giants stand, 

To sentinel enchanted land. 

High on the south, huge Benvenue 

Down to the lake in masses threw 

Crags, knolls, and mounds, confusedly hurl'd, 

The fragments of an earlier world; 

A wildering forest feather'd o'er 

His niin'd sides and summit hoax, 

While on tlie north, through middle air, 

Ben-an heaved high his forehead hare. 

The summer dawn's reflected hue 

To purple changed Loch Katrine Hue; 

Mildly and soft the western breeze 

Just kiss'd the lake, just stirr'd the trees. 

And the pleased laie, like maiden coy, 

Trembled hut dimpled not for joy ; 

The mountain shadows on her breast' 

Were neither broken nor at rest; 

In bright uncertainty they lie, 

Tike future joys to fancy's eye. 
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SUMMER. 
HE MAN ft 

THE SUMMER'S CALL. 

Come away ! the sunny hours 
"Woo thee far to founts and bowers \ 
O'er the very waters now, 

Iu their play, 
Flowers are shedding beauty's glow — 

Come away ! 
Where the lily's tender gleam 
Quivers on the glancing stream — 

Come away ! 

All the air is filTd with sound, 
Soft, and sultry, and profound ; 
Murmurs through the shadowy grass 

Lightly stray; 
Faint winds whisper as they pass — 

Come away ! 
Where the bee's deep music swells 
From the trembling foxglove bells — 

Come away' 

In the skies the sapphire blue 
Now hath, won its richest hue : 
In the woods the breath of song 

Night and day 
Floats with leafy scents along — - 

Come away I 
Where the boughs with dewy gloom 
Darken each thick bed of bloom — 

Come away ! 

In the deep heart of the. rose 

Now the crimson lovo-hue glows; 
m 
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Now the glowworm's lamp by niglit 

Sheds a wgr, 
Dreamy, starry , greenly bright — 

Come away ! 
Where the fairy cup-moss lies, 
With the wild-wood strawberries — 

Come away' 

Now each tree by summer crown'd 
Sheds its own rich twilight round; 
Glancing there from sun to shade, 

Bright wings play; 
There the deer its eoueh hath made- 
Come away E 
Where the smooth leaves of the lime 
Glisten in their honey-time — 
Come awav — away! 



MILTON. 

Now eauie still Evening on, and twilight grey 
Had in her sober livery all things clad; 
Silence accompanied: for beast and bird — 
They to their grassy couch, these to their nests- 
Were slunk,' aE but the wakeful nightingale. 
She all night long her amorous descant sung ; 
Silence was pleased: now glow'd the fkmanieiit 
With living sapphires; Hesperus, tliat led 
The starry host, rode brightest, till the Moon, 
Itisiiig in clouded majesty, at length 
Apparent queen, asvefl'd her peerless light, 
And o'er the flai-k, her silver mantle threw. 
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STOKER INSECTS. 

These tiny loiterers on the barley's beard, 
And happy units of a numerous herd 
Of playfellows, the laughing Summer hrings; 
Mocking the sunshine on their glittering wings; 
How merrily they creep, and run, and fly! 
No kin they hear to labour's drudgery, 
Smoothing the velvet of the pale hedge-rose, 
And where they fly for dinner no one knows; 
The dew-drop feeds them not; they love the shine 
Of noon, whose suns may bring them golden wine. 

All day they're playing in their Sunday dress — 
When night reposes they can do no less; 
Then to the heathbell's jmrple hood they fly, 
And, like to princes in their slumbers, lie 
Secure from rain, and dropping dews, and all 
On silken beds hi roomy, painted hall. 
So merrily they spend their summer day, 
Or in the cornfields, or in new-mown hay. 

One almost fancies that such happy things, 
With eolour'd hoods and richly burnish 'd wings, 
Are fairy-folk, in splendid masquerade 
Disguised, as if of mortal Mb almid ; 
Keeping their joyous pranks a mystery still. 
Lest glaring day should do their secrets ill. 
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M Y banks they are furnislvd with bees, 

Whose murmur invites one to sleep ; 
My grottoes are shaded with trees, 

Ami my MBs are white over with sheep. 
I seldom have met with a loss. 

Such health do my fountains bestow ~ 
S£y fountains all border d with moss, 

Where the harebells and violets grow. 

Not a pine in my grove is there seen, 

But with tendrils of woodbine is bound : 
Not a beech's more heantiful green, 

But a sweethriar entwines it around. 
Not my fields in the prime of the year 

More charms than my cattle unfold; 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear. 

But it glitters with fishes of gold. 

One would think she might like to retire 

To the bower I have laboured to rear : 
Not a shrub that I heard her admire. 

But I hasted and planted it there. 
how sadden the jessamine strove 

With the lilac to tender it gay! 
Already it calls is my love, 

To prune the wild branches away. 

From the plains, from the woodlands and groves, 

What strains of wild melody iiow t 
How the nightingales warble their loves 
"From the thickets of roses that blow ! 
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And when her bright form shall appear, 
Each bird shall harmoniously join 

In a concert so soft and so- dear, 
As — she may not be fond to resign. 

I have found out a gift for my fair;. 

I have found where the wood-pigeons hseeA : 
But let me that plunder forbear, 

She will say 'twas a barbarous deed. 
For he ne'er could be true, she averr'd, 

Who could rob a poor bird of its young: 
And I loved her the more when I heard 

Such tenderness fall from her tongue. 

I have heard her with sweetness unfold 

How that pity was due to — a dove: 
That it ever attended the bold; 

And she call'd it the sister of love. 
Bat her words such a pleasure convey, 

So much I her accents adore, 
Let her speak, and whatever she say, 

Methinks I should lave her the more. 

Can a bosom so gentle remain 

Unmoved, when her Corydon sighs'? 
Will a nymph that is fond of the plain, 

These plains and this valley despke? 
Dear regions of silence and shade ■ 

Soft scenes of oonte-ntiaent and ease? 
Where I eould have- pteaaiagly stray'd, 

If aught in her absence could pieaa©. 

But where- doea my rhdlkk stray? 
And whore, are her grots and hm howessa ? . 

Are the graves and the valleys m gay. 
And th© shepherds m gentle as ours? 
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The groves may perhaps fee as fair, 
And the face of the valleys as fine, 

The swains may m manners compare, 
But their love is not equal to mine. 



SUMMEE LOGGINGS. 

Ah.' my heart is weary waiting, 
Waiting for the May — 
Waiting for the pleasant rambles, 
Where the fragrant hawthorn brambles, 
With tlie woodbine alternating, 

Seent the dewy way. 
Ah! my heart is weary waiting, 
Waiting for the May, 

All! my heart m sick with longing, 
Longing for the May — 
Longing to escape from study, 
To the young face fail" and ruddy, 
And the thousand charms belongim-- 

To the summer's day. 
Ah! my heart is sick with longing, 
Longing for the J 



Ah! my heart is sore with sighing', 

Sighing for the May — 

Sighing for their sure returning, 

When the summer beams are burning, 

Hopes and flowers, that dead or dying, 

AH- the winter lay. 

Ah! my heart is sore with sighing, 

Sighing for the May. 
n 



SUMMM. 

All ! my heart is pain'd with tiunAt&g, 
Throbbing for the May- 
Throbbing for the seaside billows, 
Or the water-wooing -willows : 
Where, in laughing and in sobbing, 

Glide the streams away. 
Ah! my heart, my heart is throbbing. 
Throbbing for the May. 

Waiting sad, dejected, weary, 
Waiting for the May- 
Spring goes by with wasted warnings— 
Moonlit evenings, sunbright mornings— 
Summer comes, yet dark and dreary, 

Life still ebbs away— 

Man is ever weary, weary, 

Waiting for the May! 



WHITE. 

THE NiVRTBALlSl's SUMMER EVEKIXG WALK. 

When day declining sheds a milder gleam, 

What time the May-fly haunts the pool or stream; 

When the still owl skims round the grassy mead, 

What time the timorous haw: limps forth to feed; 

Then be the time to steal adown the vale, 

And listen to the vagrant cuckoo's tale; 

To hear the clamorous curlew call his mate, 

Or the soft quail his tender tale relate; 

To see the swallow skim the darkening plain, 

Belated, to support her infant train ; 

To mark the swift, in rapid giddy ring, 

Dart round the steeple, unsubdued of wing : 
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Junusire birds '. say, where your hid retreat, 
Whm the frost rages, and the tempests beat ? 
Whence your return, by such nice instinct led, 
Whm Spring, soft season, lifts her bloomy bead I 
Such baffled searches mock man's' prying pride, — 
The God of nature is your secret guide ! 

While deepening shades obscure the face of day, 
To yonder bench, leaf-shelter'd, let m stray, 
Till blended objects fail the swimming- sight, 
Jond all the fading landscape sinks in night; 
To bear the drowsy dorr come brushing by, 
With buzzing wing, or the shrill cricket cry; 
To see the fading bat glance through the wood; 
To catch the distant falling of the flood : 
While o'er the cliff th awakehd ehum-owl hung, 
Through the still gloom protracts bis chattering song, 
While high in air, and poised upon Ms Tings, 

Unseen the soft, enamour'd woodkrk sings ; 

These, Nature's works, the curious miud employ, 

Inspire a soothing melancholy joy ; 

As fancy warms, a pleasing kind of pain 

Steals o'er- the cheek, and thrills the creeping vein. 

Each rural sight, each sound, each smell combine, 
The tinkling sheep-tell, or the breath of kine ; 
The new-niown hay, that scents the swelling breeze, 
Or eottage chimney smoking through the tees. 

MITFOEB. 

SOSG. 

The sue k careering k glory arid might, 
'Mid the deep blue sky and the cloudlets white ; 
The bright -wave is tossing its foam m high, 
And the summer breezes go lightly by; 
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The air and the watef danee, glitter, and play, 
And why should not I be as merry as they? 
The linnet is singing the wild wood through : 
The fawn's bounding footstep skims over the dew: 
The butterfly flits round the flowering tree, 
And the cowslip and blue-bell are bent by the bee: 
All the creatures that dwell in the forest are gay, 
And why should not I be as merry as they? 



FAEEWELL TO SUMMEE 

Thou'et bearing hence thy roses, 

Glad Summer, tare thee' well! 
Thou'rt singing thy last melodies 

In every wood and dell. 

But ere the golden sunset 

Of thy latest lingering day, 
Oh! tell me, o'er this eheqner'd earth, 

How hast thou pass'd away ? 

Brightly, sweet summer, brightly 

Thine hours have floated by, 
To the joyous birds of the woodland houghs, 

The rangers of the sky. 

And brightly in the forests, 
To the wild deer wandering free; 

And brightly 'mid the garden flowers, 
To the happy murmuring bee: 

But how to human bosoms. 
With all their hopes and fear's, 

And thoughts that make them eagle wings, ' 
To pierce the unborn years? 



I'OETSY (>y 'ME jTEtt, 

Swegt" Summer ! to the captive 
Thou hast flown in burning dreams 

Of tlie woods with all their whispering leaves, 
And the blue rejoicing streams ; 

To the wasted and the weary, 

On the bed of sickness bound, 
In swift delirious fantasies, 

That changed with every scrawl; 

To the sailor on the billows, 

In longings wild and vain. 
For the gashing founts and breezy life. 

And the homes of earth again ! 

And unto nie, glad Summer! 

How hast thou flown to me 1 
My elramless footsteps nought hath kept 

From thy haunts of song and glee. 

Ikon hast flown in wayward visions, 

In memories of the dead — 
In shadows front a troubled heart. 

O'er thy sunny pathway shed: 

In brief and sudden striviugs 

To fling a weight aside— 
'MMsl these thy melodies have «asdt, 

And all thy roses died. 

But oh! thou gentle Summer, 
If I greet thy flowers once -more, 

Bring ine again the buoyancy 
Wherewith my soul should saw" 

Give me to hail thy sunshine, 

With song and spirit free; 
Or in a purer air than this 

May that next meeting be I 
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Crow/Id with the sickk and ike. wlimtoi sheaf. 
While Autumn, nodding o'er the yellow plain. 
Comes jovial on; the Done reed onee more, 
J 'Fell-/ 'leased, I tune. Whatever the wintry Jhat 
Nitrous prepared ; the various blossom 'd Spring 
Put in white promise forth; and Summer sum 
Concocted strong, rush boundless mm to vmi>, 
Full, perfect all, and swell my glorious theme. 

Thomson. 
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Soon as ine morning Tumbles o'er the sky, 
And, unperMvecl, unfolds the spreading day; 
Before the ripen'd field the reapers stand 
In fair array; each by the lass he loves, 
To bear the rougher part, and mitigate 
By nameless gentle offices her toil 
At once they stoop and swell the lusty shaves ; 
While through their cheerful band the rural talk, 
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The rural scandal and -the rural jest, 
Fly harmless,, to ieesiw the tedious tune, 
And steal unfelt the sultry hams away. 
BeMnd the master walks, builds up the shock ; 
And, conscious, glancing oft on every side 
His sated eye, feels his heart heave with joy. 
The Rleaners spread around, and here and there, 
Spike after spike, their scanty harvest pick. 

Be not too narrow, husbandmen ! but fling 
From the full sheaf, with charitable stealth, 
The liberal handful. Think, oh, grateful think, 
How good the God of Harvest is to you. 
Who pours abundance o'er your flowing fields ; 
While these unhappy partners of your kind 
Wide hover round you, like the fowls of heaven, 
And ask their humble dole. 



LONGFELLOW. 

ISMt is a quiet spirit in these woods, 
That dwells where'er the gentle south wind blows; 
Where, underneath the whitethorn, in the glade, 
The wild-flowers bloom., or, kissing the soft air, 
The leaves above their sunny palms outspread. 
With what a tender and impasskm'd voice 
It fills the nice and delicate air of thought, 
When the fast ushering star of morning comes 
e'er-riding the gmj bills with golden scarf; 
Or when the eowl'd and dusky sarsdal'd Eve, 
In mourning weeds, from out the western gate, 
Departs with silent pace ! That spirit moves 
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In the green valley, where the silver brook, 
From its fall laver, pours the white easeade; 
Awl, babbling low amid the tangled woods, 
Slips down through moss-grown stones with endless laughter, 
And frequent, on the everlasting hills, 
Its feet go forth, when it doth wrap itself 
In all the dark embroidery of the storm, 
And shouts the stem, strong Mind. And here, amid 
The silent majesty of these deep woods, 
Its presence shall uplift thy thoughts from earth, 
As to the sunshine and the pure bight air 
Their tops the green trees lift. Hence gifted bards 
Kave ever loved the calm and quiet shades; 
For them, there was an eloquent voice in all 
The sylvan pomp of woods, the golden sun, 
The flowers, the leaves, the- river on its way, 
Blue sides, and silver clouds, and gentle winds— 
The swelling upland, where .the sidelong sun, 
Aslant the wooded slope, at evening, goes- 
Groves, through whose broken roof the sky looks in. 
Mountain, and shatter'd cliff, and sunny vale, 
The distant lake, fountains, and mighty trees, 
In many a lazy syllable repeating 
Their old poetic legends to the wind. 
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WILCOX 

The month is mm far sprat; and the meridian sun, 

Most sweetly smiling, with attenrperd beams, 

Sheds gently down a inild and grateful warmth : 

Beneath its yellow lustre, groves and woods, 

Ciiequei'd fey one Might's frost with various lines, 

While yet no wind has swept a leaf away, 

Shine doubly rick It were a sad delight 

Down the smooth stream to glide, and see it tinged 

Upon aiefc brink with ail the gorgeous hues, 

The yellow, red, or "purple rf the trees 

That singly, m in tufts, or forests thick, 

Ai&m tie shores; — to see. perhaps, the side 

Of seme high aeaai reflected far below, 

With its bright mlmm hrtennix'd with spots 

Of darker green. Urn, it were sweetly sail 

To wander in the open fields, and hear, 

3?en at this hour, the noon-day hardly past. 

The hilling insects «f the summer's night; 

To hear, where lately buzzing swarms were heard, 

A lonely bee, long roving here and there 

To find a single tower, kit all in vain ; 

Titan rising quick, and with a louder ham, 

fa whaling eireles round and round lis head, 

Straight by the listener lying clear away, 

As if to bid the fields a hurt adieu ; 

To hear, within the woodland's sunny side, 

Late Ml of mime, nothing save, pifesp, 

The mmi of nut-shells,, bf the squirrel dropp'd 

Wtm mm tall beech, fast falling through the leaves, 
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■. — It seems a day, 



(I speak of one from many singled out) 

One of those heavenly days which cannot die ; 

When, in the eagerness of boyish hope, 

I left our cottage-threshold, sallying forth 

With a huge, wallet o'er my shoulder skng, 

A mifcting-crook in hand, and tunid my steps 

Towards the distant woods, a figure epiaint, 

Trick'd out in proud disguise of cast-off weeds. 

Which for that service had been husbanded, 

By exhortation of nay frugal dame. 

Motley accoutrement, of power to smile 

At thorns, and brakes, and brambles,— and, in truth. 

More ragged than need was! Among the woods, 

And o'er the pathless rocks, I forced my way. 

Until, at length, I came to one dear nook 

Unvisited, where not a broken bough 

Droop'd with its wither'd leaves, ungracious sign 

Of devastation, but the hazels rose 

Tall, and erect, with milk-white clusters hung, 

A virgin scene!— A little while I stood, 

Breathing with such suppression of the heart 

As joy delights in ; and, with wise restraint 

Voluptuous, fearless of a rival, eyed 

The banipuet, — or beneath the trees I sate 

Among -the Mowers, and with the flowers I play'd ; 

A temper, known to those, who, after long 

And weary expectation, have been blest 

With sudden happiness beyond all hope,—. 

Perhaps it was- a boAver beneath whose, leaves 

The violets of fh r e seasons reappear 

Si 
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And Ws, unseen by any human eye; 

Where faiir waterbreate do mniimir on 

For e?w, — and I saw the sparkling foam, 

And vMk ay eJ*dk oh »a of these green stones 

That, fleeced with moss, tewatS the sfeady trees 

lay rcmii me, sealtefd like a flock of sheep, 

I heard the murmur awl the i,Uf»'Bmrtiu» sound, 

lis that sweet mood when pleasure loves to pay 

Tribute to ease ; and of its jw secure, - 

1% heart hittriafes with indifferent things, 

Wasting its kindliness on stocks and stones, 

And on the raeaat air. lieu up I mm, 

Aid dtagg'd to earth both branch and bough, with crash 

And merciless' parage : mid the shady w@ck 

Qf hazels, sad the -green and mossy bower, 

Defhrnid and sullied, patiently gave tip 

Their quiet heiig: and, unless I now 

Confound my present feeling? with the past, 

E'en" then, when from the bows I tum'd away 

Exidtiag, rich beyond the wealth of kings, 

I felt a sense of pain whea I beheld 

The silent trees and the intruding sky. — 

Then, dearest Maiden ! more along these shades 

In gentleness ef heart ■ with gentle hand 

Toicli— foi ihew is a spirit in the woods, 
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TO A WILD DEER. 

Fit couch of repose for a pilgrim like thee ! 
Magnificent prison enclosing the free ! 
With rock waU-eueireled— "with precipice erewn'd— 
Which, awoke hy the sun, thou canst clear at a bound 
'Mid the fern and the heather kind Nature doth keep 
One bright spot of green for her favourite's sleep; 
And close to that covert, as clear as the skies 
When their blue depths are cloudless, a little lake lies, 
Where, the creature at rest can his image behold, 
Tfloking up through the radiance as bright and as bold I 
How lonesome! how 'wild! yet the vfldnesa is rife 
With the stir of enjviynwuWthe spirit of life 
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Hie- glad fell leaps up "m the heart of the lake, 

Whose depths at the. sudden plunge sullenly quake! 

Elate on the item-branch the grasshopper sings, 

And away in the midst of Ins roundelay springs ; 

'Mid the flowers of the heath, not more bright than himself, 

The wild bee is busy, a musical elf! — 

Then starts from Ms labour, unwearied and gay, 

And eireliiig the antlers, booms far, far away. 

WMle high hj the mountains, in silence remote, 

The cwehoo maseen is repeating his note, 

And mellowing Echo, on watch in the skies, 

Like a rc&ee from a loftier climate replies. 

With wild branching antlers, a guard to his breast. 

Here lies the wild creature, e'en stately in rest; 

'Mid the grandeur of Nature, composed and serene, 

And prowl in Mb heart of the mountainous scene, 

He lifts his ealai eye to the eagle and raven, 

At boob sinking down on smooth wings to their haven, 

As if in Lis soul the bold animal smiled 

To his friends of the sky, the joint-hen's of the wild 



SCOTT. 

The Stag at ere had drank his fill, 

Where danced the moon on Monan's rill, 

And deep his oiidniglit lair had made 

la lone Glenartney's hazel shade; 

But when tlie sun his beacon red 

Had kiadled on Ben voMIehs bead, 

The deep-montli'd bloodioojrfg heavy bay 

[-iesonnded up the rocky way, 

At4 fahit, from farther distance borne, 

Wese hjaid the clanging hoof and horn. 

M chief who hears his waries call, 

"To amis', the fcemeu storm the wall,"— 



Avrirjcy. 

The antler'd monarch of fee waste 
Sprang from Ills heathery couclt in haste, 
But, ere his fleet career lie took, 
The dewdrops from his flanks he shook ; 
Like crested leader proud and high, 
Toss'd his beam'd frontlet to tire sky; . ■ 
A moment gazed adown the dale, 
A moment snuff d the tainted gale, 
A moment listen'd to the cry, 
That thicken'd as the chase drew nigh : . 
Then, as the headmost foes appear'd, 
"With one brave bound the copse he elear'd. 
And, stretching forward free and far, 
Sought the wild heaths of Uam-Var. 
Yell'd on the view the opening pack, 
Bock, glen, and cavern paid them back ; 
To many a mingled sound at once 
The awaken'd mountain gave response, 
A hundred dogs bay'd deep and strong, 
Clatter'd a hundred steeds along, 
Their peal the merry horns rung out. 
A hundred voices join'd the shout; 
With hark, and whoop, and wild halloo, 
W® rest Benvoirlieh's echoes knew. 
Far from the tumult fled the roe, 
Close in her covert eower'd the doe, 
The falcon, from her eaim on high, 
Cast on the rout a wondering tye. 
Till far beyond her piercing ken 
The hurricane had swept the glen. 
Faint, and more faint its failing din, 
.Return' d from cavern, cliff, and linn, 
And silence settled, wide and still. 

On the lone wood and mighty hill. 
m 
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fsEAses «f mMs and mellow fhiittahiesa 1 

Ofcse Iw&M-fktewI of the itiatmimg sail : 
C*3Bsj'ririBg with him lwsw to bad and bless 

With fruit the *weS that round the thatch-eaves ran ; 
R head with sfjjjfes the uiese'd cottage trees, 

And SiH ail fruit with ripaess to the core; 
To swell tie §«kI sail plump the hazel-shells 

Willi a sweet termed; to set tedding more, 
And still more later flowers for the tees, 
Uatil irttev think warm days will We&Bt cease, 

Ww SmEHier to o'er-kiuiBi'd their clammy A. 

Who lath not seen thee e& mad. thy store ? 
Soiietiates, whoera" seeks abroad may fitid 
Thee sittiag careless eft a granary toof, 

fly hair soft-lifted fay the wismowMig wind; 
ftr out a hal-rea{*'d fura* sound asleep, 
Etawreed isith the fume of poppies, while thy hook 
Spaces the next- swath and all its twined lowers : 
Aiisl mMt&mm like a gleaner &« doet keep 
Steady thy Men head across a brook; 
Or by a rider-pifss, with patient terik, 
Thm watchest the last oozinga, hours by hours. 

Where aie the songs of %ii'ng ? Ay, where are they I 
Rusk iM)t ai them; than bffifi thy umm too, 

vl'lale haired etouds Moora the soft dying day, 
Aid tenet the stahble-pWits with i«jy hue; 

Thai jn a wrilM choir tlie small gnat* moutu 
Ammg the river 'gallows, borne aloft 
Or ttnktag as the light \yiad lives or dies ; 

And ftdl^wn laiabs ImkI blest torn hilly boura ; 
Be%^erfck«ts. sag; and flew with treble soft 
'fl» mih$f$»t whistles hum a garden eroft, 
Amd gathering gwalbws twitter in the skies, 
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CRABBE, 

AUTTMSAI SKETCH. 

It was a fair and mild autumnal sky, 
And earth's ripe treasures met the admiring eye, 
'As a rich beauty, when her bloom is lost, 
Appears with more magnificence and cost; 
T3ie wet and heavy grass, where feet had stray'd, 
Not yet erect, the wanderer's way beiray'd; 
Showers of the night had swelTd the deepening rill, 
The morning breeze had urged the quickening mill; 
Assembled roots had wing'd their seaward flight, 
By the same passage to retura at night> 
While proudly o'er them hung the steady Idle, 
Then tnrn'd them back, and left the noisy throng. 
Nor. deign'd to know them as he sail'd along. 
Long yellow leaves, from osiers, strew*d around, 
Choked the dull stream, and husb'd its feeble sound, 
While the dead foliage dxopt from loftier trees, 
Our squire beheld not with his wonted ease; 
But to his own reflections made reply, 
And said aloud, " Yes ; doubtless we must die." 
" "We must" said Richard; "and we would not live 
To feel what dotage and decay will give j 
But we yet taste whatever we behold; 
The morn is lovely, though the air is cold: 
There is delicious q_uiet in this scene, 
At once so rich, so varied, so serene; 
Sounds, too, delight us— each discordant tone 
Tims mingled, please, that Ml to please alone; 
This hollow wind, this rustling of the brook. 
The farmyard noise, the woodman at yon oak — 
See ! the axe falls l—now listen to the stroke ; 
That gun itself, that murders all this peace, 
Adds to the charm, because it soon must eease, 4 " 
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SWSW Sabbath of the, year' 

"WMle evening lights decay, 
Thy parting steps jsethinks I hear 

fifed $mm the world away. 

Anjid tty silent bowers^ 
'fis sad, but sweet, Jfe dwell ; 

Where faffing leaves amd drooping flowers 
Arotuid »ie breatJje farewell 

jUtopg thy sunset skies 

Their glories melt, m shade. 
Ami lite the things we fondly prize. 

Seem lovelier as they fade. 

A deep audi eruasea streak 

Thy dying leaves disclose ; 
As en constmipfe'on's "waning cheek 

'Mid ruin Mrwia* the mm, 

T Ivy scene eaftli vision brings 

Of he&wty in decay ; 
Of fak m& early faded things. 

Too exquisite to -stay; 

Of joys that eo»e ne more ; 

Of ffowera whose Hetip is fled * 
Of farewells wept ap© the shore; 

Of friends estranged or dead; 

€M all that ww way seem, 

To mmnmy'a tearful eye, 
The vanwh'd beauty of a dream, 

G% wkkh we jaze and gfgft, 
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A WAX K 20,11; SIX. 

TiiKEK was not, oa that day, a speck to stain 
The azure heaven ; the blessed Sna, stae, 
In unapproachable divinity, 
Career'd, rejoicing in his fields of Kgfe. 
How beautiful, beneath the bright blue sky, 
The billows heave! one globing green expanse, 
Save where along the bending line of slum 
Such hue is known, as when the peaeoek's neck 
Assumes its proudest tint of amethyst. 
Embarked in emerald glory. All the tojjts 
Of Ocean are abroad : like floating foam, 
The sea-gulls rise and fall upon the waves; 
With tag protruded neck the cormorants 
Wing their far flight aloft, and round and K>«iu;t 
The plovers wheel, aud give their note of joy. 
It w«s a day that sent Me the heart 
A summer feeling: e'en the insect swjweas 
Rom their dark nooks mi ewerfs issued forth. 
To sport through one day af existence mewe; 
The solitary primrose on the bank 
Seem'd now as though it had no. eause. to inewn 
Its bleak autumnal birth; the rocks *ul shores. 
The forest, and the everlasting hills, 
^tidied ui that joyful sinwhine,— they paalowk 
The universal blessing, 
m 
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PICTURE TO AUTUMN. 

Wbex Ant ram. bleat and swt-burut, do appear, 

With lias gold fend gilting the falling leaf, 
Bringing up Winter 6j MB1 the year, 

Bearing upon life back the riped sheaf: 
When all the Mils with mmLf seed are white, 
What Iwyiug fires, and Jeiiies,, do meet from far the sight 
When the Mr apfde, mdde as evm sky, 

Ite tend the tree wmfo the freetile. ground, 
Wimu juicy pears, and berries of black dye. 

B» danee if air a&d call the eyne around : 
Then, be fee eves.- feat, or evert fair, 
Msthiafes MM hearfe's joy is stained with some care. 



fill AKSPE Alt E. 

J.rt».'KTa'mw m AUTUMN. 

Imas time of year ikm in&yst ia me behold, 

WleM yellow leaves, off was©, or few, do hang 
l T |>«i these boighs which shake against the cold, 

Bare smiji'd choirs, where late the sweet birds sang, 
In Be th-m stsanl the twilight of ®m% a day, 

As after aaaset iade-th is the west, 
Which bf-awl-bye blaek might dtrth f#ke away, 

Death's 4$&ffflA self, that seals up all iffl rest. 
In me thm sm& the glowing of siieh §m } 

Xttat m tie aste of Kb youth doth lie, 
A& the death-bed whereon it mast expire, 

(tomim&l with that whieti it mm wmmVA faf ;— 
This ftoii pesseirst, which »akee thy love more strong, 
To l.o'/e that well %rhfeli thou must leave ere long, 




"II? mxft hh liearth, ami itmummi ims m mux." 



BLOOAIi-JELD. 

lltss Hows the Wast, or eeaseten ram deseewlsj 
The kJf»stript ledge a sorry sliete lends. 



mMTitY OF THE T£AS. 

Oh for a hoveL e% so small or Iot, 
Whose mot, repelliug mails aad early snow, 
Might- bring homes ccssforts fresh before Ms eyes' 
So BOWHK thought, tha-u see the structure rise, 
la soiae seapester'd nook, embank'd around, 
Sods for its walls, and straw in burdens bound ; 
Dried fad hoarded is his richest store, 
And aiding smoke obscures his little door : 
Wimm creeping forth, to duty's call he yields, 
And strolls the Crusoe of the lonely fields, 
0s wMtettwEoe towering, and the leafless rose, 
A frost-nipt feast in hrigtat vermilion .glows ; 
Where clustering sloes ia glossy trim rise, 
Be efops the leaded famaeh ; a gpsAwss p&s: 
And ©%r the flame the spattering fruit he rests, 
Placing gma »«|B W seat * e e 011 ™^ g»* 5 
i . ^ pr.»miFt> • pla3mMLt.es young and gay : 

But fill, iteh pasthaea lwm fteir ste P s away! 

He sweeps Ms hearth, aad homeward looks in vim, 

Til, feeling Disappoiatmnt'sj cruel pain, 

Hfe fairy t&wte are exefiMged for rage, 

His haaquet marfd, grown dull in hermitage. 

Tie field becomes tft prison, till on high 

leaiAted Mrfs to shades and coverts fly 







""'•-^- 



AVTUMS. 

■ 

SCOTT. 

THE DEPARTURE OF AUTCSEf. 

Autumx departs— but- still Ids mantle's fold 
Eests on the groves of noble Somerville : 

Beneath a shroud of russet dropp'd with gold, 
Tweed and his tributaries mingle still: 
Hoarser the wind, and deeper sounds the rill, 

Yet lingering notes of sylvan music swell, 
The deep-toned cushat, and the redbreast shrill; 

And yet some tints of summer splendour tell 
When the broad sim sinks down on Ettrick's western fell. 

Autumn departs— from Gala's fields no more 

Come rural sounds our kindred banks to eheer; 
Blent with the stream, and gale that wafts it o'er, 

No more the distant reapers' mirth we hear. 

The last blithe shout hath died upon our ear, 
ibid harvest-home hath hush'd the clanging wain, 

On the waste hill no forms ol life appear, 
Save where, sad laggard of the autumnal train. 
Some age-struck wanderer gleans few ears of scatter'*! grain. 

Deem'st thou these sadden'd scenes have pleasures still '! 

Lov'st thou through Autumn's fading realms to stray, 
To see the heath-flower wither'd on the hill, 

To listen to the woods' expiring lay, 

To note the red leaf shivering on the spray, 
To mark the last bright tints the mountain stain, 

On the waste fields to traee the gleaner's way. 
And moralize on mortal joy and pain I 
Oh ! if such scenes thou lov'st, scorn not the minstrel stain. 



mwst p mm mm 

J§»j de iwt sown, atthoiigh its hoasser a«fc 

Soaree %ift t3« cushat's Iwmely song can vie : 
TiiMgli faiirt its beaitfies. as the tints remote. 

That gleam through mist on Autumn's evening sty, 

AM few as tewes that tremble, sear and thy. 
Wfcea wild Xtweiubei- haft lis liugle venad; 

"Sst mmk my toil — a lonely gteaaer I, 
TtffMigli lelis tiijie-WiSstedj on sad inquest bound, 
Vlere lappier hards rf j - »e lave richer harvest fouud. 



OS THE LAiif 1*AT OF AUTUMK 

Thjj year lies drag in tills mmm% light : 
He poet, iiiusittg ia autumnal weeds, 

Hears sefaaeMy sighs 

Aajwag tie witlier'l leaves. 

HI so! bit like a spirit glorified, 
Hie aagel d the year departs; lays §ow& 
Hm rote, «ee gftjra m SjpsiJg, 
Of l^ight with SwiMaer's Hae ; 

Aisd, having km his mission oa the eaiih,- 
Fiiiipg tai tiwasawl rate with geMai w»'U> 
Oreliafdg witji posy trait, 
Aud seattefipjg 8mm mmsi,— 

lie liag«is„ fin-' a wftetit, i» the- west, 

Witt tjie <tefclmifl|f sub; sheds ever all 

A jAasaut, &wr# s»ijle— 

A«il so returns to God, 
m 




Winter. 

Seel Winter comes, k rule tlu varied year, 
Sullen and sad, imfk all his rising train. 
Vapours, ami clouds, ami storms. Be these my tkemt. 
These' that exalt the soul to solemn thttttght, 
And heavenly musing. Welcome, kindred gbms! 
Congenial horrors, hail! with frequent fret. 
Pleased have I, in my cheerful mem of life. 
When nursed by careless Solitude I lived. 
And sung of Nature with unceasing joy, 
Pleased have I -rmmierd through your rough domain: 
Tml the pure virgin snows, myse(f as pure; 
Heard the muds roar, and the big tetrad hurst; 
Or seen the decffermeuiiug tempest hreuld 
In the grim evening sky. Tims pmdd the ihm, 
TiU through the lucid chwtbm of tite smtik 
Pook'd out the joyous Spring, iooffd out, and smiled. 



Thwism, 





C', BfUSTinVAlTE, 



1.1MKS W, isSli 
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OOWPEH, 

- 

'I'UK SXOff sTOKJT. 

To-hokrow brings a cliango, a toti\l fcktfe! 
'Which even now, though silently perform!, 
Ami slowly, mill by most unfelt, the ikee 
Of universal mhm undergoe?, 



PQSTJiY OS TEE TJSA-R. 

Fast- falls a. fleecy .slower: the downy flakes 
Descending, and, with never-ceasing lapse, 
Softly alighting upon all below. 
Assimilate all objects. Earth receives 
Gladly the thickening mantle; and the green 
And tender blade, that fear'd the chilling blast, 
Escapes unhurt beneath so warm a veil 

In such a world, so thorny, and where none 
Finds happiness nnbbghted: or, if found, 
Without some thistly sorrow at Ms side; 
It seems the part of wisdom, and no sin 
Against the law of love, to measure lots 
With less distingnish'd than ourselves; that thus 
We may with patience bear our moderate ills. 
And sympathise with others, suffering more. 

HI fares the traveller now, and he that stalks 
In ponderous boots beside his reeking team. 
The wain goes heavily, impeded sore 
By congregated loads adhering close 
To the clogged wheels j and in its sluggish pace 
Noiseless appears a moving hill of snow. 
The tearing steeds expand the nostril wide, 
While every breath, by respiration strong 
Forced downward, is consolidated soon 
Upon their jutting cheste. 

He, forin'd to bear 
The pelting hrinit of the tempestuous night, 
With half-shut eyes, and pucker'd cheeks, and teeth 
Presented bare against the storm, plods on. 
One hand secures his hat, save when with both 
lie blandishes his pliant length of whip, 
Iteaounding oft, and never heard in vain. 
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BLOOMFIELI>. 

When now, unsparing as the scourge of wai, 
Blasts follow blasts, and groves dismantled k*t, 
Around their home the storm-pUieh'd cattle l&ws, 
No nourishment in frozen pastures grows ; 
Yet frozen pastures every mom resound 
With fair abundance thundering to the gKwu.nl 
For though on hoary twigs no buds peep out, 
And e'en the hardy bramble cease to sp»ut. 
Beneath dread Winter's level sheets of mem 
The sweet, nutritious turnip deigns to grew. 
Till now imperious want and wide-spread, dearth 
Bid Labour claim her treasures from the earth. 
On driving gales sharp hail indignant flies, 
And sleet, more irksome still, assails his eyes; 
Snow elogs his feet ; or, if no sum is seen, 
The held with all its juicy stare to sera&it, 
Deep goes the frost, till every raoi, is §mm$ 
k rolling mass of ice upon the. ground. 
No tender ewe can break her nightly fas', 
Km heifer strong begin the cold wpg| 
Till Giles with ponderous beetle forejnosfc go, 
And scattering splinters fly at every Maw; 
When pressing mmul him, eager for the piHae, 
brum their misAl breath wunn exhalations rise, 

m 
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Though night appimchkg Mis fe jest prepare, 
Still the flail echoes ffcreKgh tlie frosty air, 
Ker steps till deepest shades of darkness come, 
Se»limg at length tie weary labourer home. 
Ft«a lam, with J*e«J and nightly food supplied, 
throughout fibs yard, housed, round on every side, 
Deep-phmging cows their rustling feast enjoy, 
Jl&1 saatefe s»eet aiaitMnls feeia the passing toy, 
TST» awres unseen beneath Ids trading load, 
Fills the fall sacks. «ml leaves a seatter'd road ; 
Where eft the swine fe>m ambush warm and dry 
Bait oat and scamper ieadfong to their sty, 
When Gila?, sith well-known voice, already there, 
Deigns faera a- pcrtron t»f life evening care. 
' foesi the fireside wt& many a shrug he hies, 
(Bad if the Mi-orb'd nwen sakte his eyes, 
Ami itensgh iV nnfercfea stillness of the night 
Shod *» Ms path her beams of cheering light 
With saantering step he elijahs the distant stile, 
Whilst HI around faiam weais a plaeid smile; 
'those w&M the white-f<sl«d etoofc in clusters driven, 
And all thft gteiows pageantry of heaven. 
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SCOTT. 



When dark December glooms the day, 

And takes our autumn joys away ; 

When short and scant the sunbeam throws, 

Upon the weary waste of snows, 

A cold and profitless regard, 

Like patron on a needy bard; 

When sylvan occupation's done, 

And o'er the chimney rests the gun, 

And hang, in idle trophy, near, 

The game-pouch, fishing-rod, and spear; 

When wiry terrier, rough and grim, 

And greyhound with his length of limb, 

And pointer, now enrploy'd no more, 

Cumber our parlour's narrow floor; 

When in his stall the impatient steed 

Ts long condemn'd to rest and feed; 

When from our snow-encircled home, 

Scarce cares the hardiest step to roam, 

Since path is none, save that to bring 

The needful water from the spring ; 

When wrinkled news-page, thrice eorm'd o'er, 

Beguiles the dreary hour no more, , 

And darkling politician, orossM, 

Inveighs against, the lingering post^ 

And answering housewife sore complains 

Of carriers' snow-impeded wains; 

'When such the country cheer, I come, 

Well pleased, to seek our city home; 

For converse, and for hooks, to change 

The forest's melancholy range, 

And welcome, with rcnew'd delight, 

The busy day, ami social night 
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SOUTHEY. 



Though how no more the masine ear 
Delights to fetes to the breeze, 
That lingers o'er the greenwood shade, 
I lore thee, Winter ! well 

Sweet are the harmonies of Spring, 
Sweet is the Summer's evening gale, 
And sweet- the autumnal winds that shake 
The mauy-eoloiired grove. 

And pleasant to the sober' d soul 
■ The silence of the wintry scene, 
When Nature shrouds herself, entranced 
la deep tranquillity. 

Not undelightful now to roam 
The wild heath sparkling on the sight ; 
Sot undeligbtful now to pace 
The forest's ample rounds, 

And see the , spangled branches shine, 
And mark the moss of many a line, 
That varies the old tree's brown bark, 
Or o'er the grey stone spreads ; 

And mark the dnster'd berries bright, 
Amid the holly's gay green leaves; 
The ivy round the leafless oak, 
That clasps its foliage close. 

Ho Virtue, diffident of strength, 
Clings to Meligiohs firmer aid, 
And by Beligion's aid upheld, 
Kudwfis calamity. 

Ml* 



WIMMB, 

Nor void of beauties now the Spring, 
Whose waters, liid from. Summer sun, 
Have soothed the thirsty pilgrim's ear 
With more than melody. 

The green moss shines with icy glare, 
The long grass bends its spear-like tuna, 
And lovely is the silvery scene 

When faint the sunbeams smile. 

Reflection, too, may love the hour 
When Nature, hid in Winter's grave, 
No moie expands the bursting bud, 
Or bids the floweret bloom. 

For Nature soon in Spring's best eh|a'ms, 
Shall rise revived from Winter's grave, 
Expand the bursting bud again, 
And bid the flower re-bloom. 

CAB,OLIjN t E NOETON. 

Gltsam'd the red sun athwart the misty hms 

Which ved'd the cold earth from its loving gas?, 

Feeble and sad as hope in sorrow's hour — 

But for thy soul it still had warmth and power; 

Not to its cheerless beauty wert thou blind ; 

To the keen eye of thy poetic mind 

Beauty still lives, though nature's flowerets die, 

And wintry sunsets fade along the sky! 

And nought escaped thee as we stroll'd along, 

Nur changeful ray, nor bird's faint chirping song, 

Bless'd with a fancy easily inspired ; 

All was beheld, and nothing imadraired ; 

From the dim city to the clouded plain, 

Not quo of all God's blessings given in vain. 

MS 



POETST OF THE YEAH. 



LONGFELLOW, 

Wnw winter winds are piercing chill, 

And to# Hue hawthorn blows the sale, 

With solemn feet I tread the hill 
That overblows the lonely vale. 

O'er the bare upland, and away 
Through the long reach- of desert woods, 

TJi' embracing sunbeams chastely play, 
And gladden these deep solitudes. 

Where, twisted round the barren oak, 
The summer vine in beauty clung, 

And summer winds .the stillness broke, 
The crystal icicle is hung. 

Where, from their frozen urns, mute springs 
Pour out the riser's gradual tide, 

Shrilly the skater's iron rings, 
And voices fill the woodland side. 

Alas I how changed from the fair scene, 
When birds sang out their mellow lay, 

And winds were soft, and woods were green, 
And the song ceased not with the day. 

But still wild rausie is abroad, 

Pale, desert woods ! within your crowd ; 
And gathering winds, in hoarse accord, 

Amid the vocal reeds pipe loud. 

Chill ail's and wintry winds' my ear 
Mm grown familiar with your song; 

I hear it in. the opening year, — 
I listen, and it cheers me long. 




E. V. B. 



JiSiUT glTSJUS. 



" Tk ndkmt fays ah nmml iwt" 



THOMSON 

A SNOW STOBM. 

The keener tempests rise; and fuming dun 

From all the livid east, or piercing north, 

TMei elouds ascend; in whose capeious womb 

A vapoury deluge lies, to snow eongeal'c], 

Heavy they roll their fleecy world along, , 
id? 



msmw #f THE YEAS. 

And the sky saddens with the gather'd storm. 

Through the hush'd air the whitening shower descends, 

At first thin wavering; till at last the flakes 

Fall broad, and wide, and last, dimming the day 

With a continual flow. The clierish'd fields 

Put on their winter robe of purest white. 

'lis brightness all, save where the new snow melts 

Along the mazy current. Low the woods 

Bow their hoar head; and ere the languid sim 

Faint from the west emits his evening ray, 

Earth's universal face, deep hid, and chill, 

Is one wild dazzling waste, that buries wide 

The works of raaa. Drooping, the labourer ox 

Stands eover'd o'er with snow, and then demands 

The fruit of all his toil. The fowls of heaven, 

Tamed by the cruel season, crowd around 

The winnowing store, and claim the little boon 

Which Providence assigns them. 

One alone, 
The redbreast, sacred to the household gods, 
Wisely regardful of th' embroiling sky, 
In joyless fields and thorny thickets leaves 
His shivering mates, and pays to trusted man 
Ilk annual visit. Half-afraid, he first 
Against, the window beats; then, brisk, alights 
Oh the warm hearth; them, hopping o'er the floor, 
Eyes all the smiling family askance, 
And pecks, and starts, and wonders where he is; 
Till, more familiar grown, the table-crumbs 
Atfaad, his slender- feet. 
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CLARE. 

THE WOODMAN'S HAPPINESS ON A WINTER EVESSNO. 

I think I see him seated in his chair, 

Taking the bellows up the fire to blow; 
I think I hear him joke and chatter there, 

Telling his children news they wish to know ; 

With leather leggings on, that stopt the snow, 
And broad-brimm'd hat uneouthly shapen round: 

Nor would he, I'll lie bound, if it were so, 
Give twopence for the ehanee, could it he found, 
At that same hour to be 'the king of England erown'd. 

The woodman smokes, the brats in mirth and glee, 
And artless prattle, evens hours beguile, 

"While love's last pledge runs scrambling np Ms knee, 
The nightly comfort from bis weary toil, 
His chuff cheeks dimpling in a fondling smile; 

He claims his kiss, and says his scraps of prayer-, 
Begging his daddy's pretty song the while, 

Playing with his jacket-buttons and his hair; — 
And thus in wedlock's joys the labourer drowns his ewe. 

The scene is clothed in snow from morn till night; 

The woodman's loth his chilly tools to seise; 
The crows, unroosting as lie comes in sight, 

Shake down the feathery burden from the frees; 

To look at things around he's fit to freeze: 
Soared from her perch the tint Using pheasant flies; 

Ilia hat and doublet whiten by degrees, 
He quakes, looks I'oiuhI, and pats his hands, and sighs, 
And wishes to himself that the warm sun wonkl vise- 
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SCOTT. 



No longer Autumn's glowing red 
Upon our forest liills is shed ; 
No more, beneath the evening beam, 
Fair Tweed reflects &m purple gleam ; 
Away hath pass'd the heather-bell, 
That bloom 'd so rich on Needpaih-fell ; 
Sallow his brow, and russet bare 
Are now the sister-heights of Yare. 
The sheep, More the pinching heaven, 
To steltef d dale and down are driven, 
Where yet. some faded herbage pines, 
And yet a watery sunbeam shines: 
In meek despondency they eye 
The withered sward and wintry sty, 
And far beneath their summer hill, 
Stray sadly by Glenkinnon's rill, 
The shepherd shifts his mantle's fold, 
And wraps him closer from the cold ; 
His dogs no merry circles wheel, 
But, shivering, follow at his heel; 
A cowering glance they often east, 
As deeper moans the gathering blast. 
My imps, though hardy, bold, and wild, 
As best befits the mountain child, 
Feel the sad influence of the hour, 
And wail the daisy's wiish'd flower; 
Their summer gambols tell, and mourn, 
And anxious ask,— Will Spring return, 
kvA MnJis and krahs again be gay, 
And bhjssoBjs clothe the hawthorn spray ? 
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ELIZA €001. 

We know 'tis pal that old Winter shstttt eorae, 
Eoving awhile from his Lapland heme; 
'Tis fitting that we should hear the sound 
Of Ms reindeer sledge on the slippery ground : 
For his wide and glittering cloak of snow 
Protects the seeds of life below ; 
Beneath his mantle are nnrhtred and tea 
The roots of the flowers, the germs ef the earn 
Tire whistling tone of Ms pure strong breath 
Bides purging the vapours of pestilent death : 
I love Mm, I say, and avow it again, 
For God's wisdom and might show well m Ms tenia. 
But the naked— tiie poor ! I know they (pa>a. 
With crouching limbs, from the biting gale: 
They pine and starve by the tireless hearth. 
And weep as they gaze on the fotstbonnd earth, 
Stand nobly forth, ye rich of the land ! 
With kindly lieftrt and boitjiteons hand; 
Itemember 'tis now their season of need, 
And a prayer fa help is a call you must heed. 
A few of thy Uesstogs, a tithe of % gold, 
Will saw the yotmg and cherish the old: 
'Tis $ glorious task to work smfo goad; 
Do it, ye great o«s ! Ye ean and ye stoid ! 
He is not worthy to hold from He,aY*n 
The trust rapid, tito talents gisen. 
Who will not add to the \xsAiw. that's soaat, 
In the pincMig koiRs of cold mi want. 
Ok ! listen to mercy, ye mm of wealth, 
Basking to comfort and glowing with health; 
Giva whata'® $a aaa spare-, ami h& ®m\ 
H« served Ms Maker- wta aideth the. peat • 
tii 



mmtr of the rraii. 



HO Will. 



We may find it in the wintry houghs, as tliev cross the cold 

Use sky,. 
Whig soft en ley pool and stream the p encill'd shadows lie ; 
Wkm we look sjmb their tracery, by the fairy frost-work 

krand, 
WtsMe the flitting redbreast shakes a shower of blossoms 

to the ground. 

One silent night hath passed— and lo ! 

How heantifnl the earth is now! 
AH aspect rf decay is pae, 
Ifee Ms have pat their vesture on, 

And .clothed is the forest bough. 

Say mi ''tis an unlovely tiiae; 

Turn to the wide white waste thy view ; 
Turn to the silent hills that rise 
In their cold beauty to the sides; 

Aim! to those skies intensely blue. 

Walk mow among the forest, trees ;-— 

Saidit- tboffi that they were stripp'd and bare ? 
lack heaiy hm$l is .bending down 
With snowy leaves and flowers— the crown 
Which -Winter regally doth wear. 

T"m well— thy Summer garden ne'er 

Was lowlier with its "birds and flowers, 

Than m this silent piaefi of snow, 

With feathery branches drooping low, 

Wwaiiing around the shadn^ bowers ! 
m 
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" Tkty miit their mntui fidikf. 
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W1OTEB MORN1SG WALK. 



TW morning; and the sun, with ruddy orb 

Ascending, fires the horizon; while the ekrads, 
That crowd away Wore the driving wind, 
More ardent m the disc emerges more, 
Besenihle most; some city in a blaze, 
Seen through the leafless wood, His slanting ray 



JKtETEV OF THE TSAR. 
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Slides ineffectual down the snowy vale, 
And, tinging all with his own rosy hue, 
From every herb and every spiry Hade 
Stretches a length of shadow o'er the field. 
Mine, spindling into longitude immense. 
In spite of gravity, and sage remark 
That I myself am hut a fleeting shade, 
Provokes me to a smile With eye askance 
I view the muscular proportion'd limb 
Transform'd to a lean shank. The shapeless pair, 
As they design'd to mock me, at my side 
Take step for step; and, as I near approach 
The cottage, walk along the plaster'd wall, 
Preposterous sight! the legs without the man. 

The verdure of the plain lies buried deep 
Beneath the dazzling deluge; and the bents, 
And coarser grass, upspearing o'er the rest, 
Of late unsightly and unseen, now shine 
Conspicuous, and in bright apparel clad, 
And, fledged with icy feathers, nod superb. 
The cattle mourn in corners, where the fence 
Screens them, and seem, half petrified, to sleep 
In mmecuiubent sadness. There they wait 
Their wonted fodder; not like hungering roan, 
Fretful if unsupplied', but silent, meek, 
And patient of the glow-paced swain's delay. 
He from the stock carves out the aecustonid load, 
Deep-plunging, and again deep-plunging, oft, 
His broad, keen knife into the solid mass; 
Smooth m a wall the upright remnant stands, 
With such undeviating and even force 
He severs it away: no needless care, 
Lest storms should overset the leaning pile 
Deciduous, or its own unbalanced weight. 
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WINTER : & DIRGE. 

The wintry west extends his blast, 

And hail and rain does blaw ; 
Or the stormy north sends driving forth 

The blinding sleet and snaw: } 
While, tumbling hrown, the hum comes down, 

And roars frae bank to brae; 
And bird and beast in covert rest, . 

And pass the heartless day. 

The sweeping blast, the shy o'ereast, 

The joyless winter day, 
Let others fear, to me more dear 

Than all the pride of May: 
The tempest's howl, it, soothes my soul. 

My griefs it seems to join ; 
The leafless trees my fancy please, 

Their fate resembles mine ! 

Thou Power Supreme, whose mighty scheme 

These woes of mine fulfil ; 
Here firm I Test, thoy must be best, 

Because they nvo Thy vl\U 
Thou all I want (oh ! do Thou grant 

This one request of mine !) 
Since to enjoy Thou dost deny, 

Assist, mo to resign 
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THOMSON. 

These, as they change, Almighty Father, these 
Are but the "varied God. The rolling year 
Is faH of Thee. Forth in the pleasing Spring 
Thy beauty walks, thy tenderness and love. 
"Wide flash the fields ; the softening air is balm ; 
"Echo the momkdm round ; the forest smiles ; 
And every sense and every heart is joy. 
Then comas thy glory in the Summer months, 
With light and heat refulgent. Then thy sun 
Shoals ftdl perfection through the swelling year; 
And oft thy voice in dreadful thunder speaks ; 
And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve, 
By broefa and groves, in hollow whispering gales. 
Thy bounty shines in Autumn uneonnned,. 
And spreads a common feast for all that lives. 
In Winter awful Thou! with, clouds and s towns 
Around Thee thrown; -tempest o'er tempest roll'd. 
Mapsite darkness ! on the Whhlwm&'s wing 
Biding gtftime, Thou bidd'st the world adore, 
And humblest Nature with thy northern blast. 
Mym&m rtrand ! what skill, what force divine, 
Keep left, in these appear ! a simple train, 
Yet so delightful mk'4 with such kind art, 
Suet beauty and beneficence combined, 
Shade, uspereeived, m softening into shade, 
And all m forming m harmonious whole, 
That, as they still succeed, they ravish still, 
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